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96 v little 1 appears after a pretty has 
97 defay. Some obſtacles occurred from the nature of 
97 my ſituation in lifes. theſe were unavoidable, but 
99 - moſtly unforeſeen ; others were thrown in my way 
on by the mean machinations of Envy, that appears to 
have been hurt at the ſucceſs and valuable friendftips 
03 that, for a little while, I met ein at the opening of 
06 my ſubſerip tion. 


I had unfortunately, or rather fooliſhly, repoſe d 
confidence in ſome that I once thought my friends ;& 
they became thus poſſeſſed of the knowledge how \ 
and where to 1 me —and _ did e them 
enjoy N. „ 

I had; and ſtill an intention of Wing to n 
rica, partly to fly trom the numerous injuries I have 
received from the boaſted laws of this land, that ace 
not, whatever one-Reeves, or his brother Bear- 
monger, of Holborn- Hill, may ſay, made equally for 
the poor as for the rich; and hardly an jaſtance - | 
can be produced, where a poor man, unbacked by 
wealthy friends, ever obtained juſtice in our Law- 
Courts. Another motive is to ace tain the truth of 
| an pany; prevalent in Hales, ou good authority, 

9, A 6 that 


| abitted me; but I could not think of accepting their 


2 


1 3 


that there are ſtill exiſting, in the interior parts of the 


| American Continent, the remains of a Veil Colony 


that went over there in the twelfth Century under 
the conduct of Madec, the fon of Owen Gwynedd, 
Prince of Wales. Some frivolous anecdote-hunter 
inſerted an account of my intention in one of the 

| Bath Papers, whence it was copied, in moſt of the | 
Lendon and many of the Country papers, with an 
attention that ſurprized me, on ſo trifling a ſubject. 

My enemies made a very good handle of this for the 


dagger that was now drawn againſt me: a report 


was, whiſperingly, circulated, that my Pyems were 
not at the preſs; that I was going (ſome faid I was 
gone) to America, with my ſubſcribers* money in 
my pocket. It was long before I heard any thing of 


this rumour, which acquired ſome colour from my 


work not appearing at the time that I had raſhiy pro- 
miſed it; for, I was as ignorant of the nature of my 
undertaking, and of the printing buſineſs, - as any 
one can well be. I was dilatory from other cauſes 
alſo ; I was far from home and my family, where all 
my little portion of happineſs was centered: | was 
alſo conſcious of the numerous defects and crudities 
of my pieces, which made me frequently linger over 
them before I would put them to the preſs, whilſt a 
dejection thus occaſioned diſqualified me for making 
{ome amendments that I faw ſo very requiſite. There 
were gentlemen of the firſt abilities that would have 


12 


very 


© ili } 


very kind offers ; for, I was from the beginning de- 
termined not to put the leaſt impoſition on the pub- 
lic, but to give them the real unſophiſticated produe- 
tions of the /efF-tutored Journeyman Maſon : under fuch 
a mental depreſſion, I am convinced, that I have 
ſometimes rather injured than improved my pieces. 
Some may not admit theſe things as an apology but 
they were occaſioned by ſenſibilities that I am not 
aſhamed of: and all will not blame me. | 
About November 1792, I had printed my Poems 
as far as half the ſecond volume, my little ſtock of 
caſh failed, and I had not the courage to mention this 
to my printer; who, from what I have fince expe» 
rienced, would have been my friend, on this occa- 
ſion. - I informed my friends (why do I call them 


ſo?) of this : they had, u»/elicited; promiſed affiance 


to me, if neceſſary, had even urged me to apply for 
it without any ſcruple; but all, was filence; ſubſerip- 
tions that, in ſome places, had been collected for me 
were with-held. I did not yet fee the cauſe, I wrote 
an account of theſe things to Mrs, and Miſs Hanrer 
Bow DLE R, of Bath; and theſe moſt amiably bene vo- 
lent Ladies, 0 whom I had before been under a 
thouſand obligations of the firſt magnitude, ſupplied 
me with what I wanted as ſoon as the poſt could 
bring it. I am on ſimilar occaſions under the fame 
obligations to my excellent friends in London, Mr. 
F Owen Joxts and Mr, WiLLtaw Owen. Theſe 
* | Ladies and Gentlemen will diſpenſe with thoſe com- 
mon-place phraſes that expreſs hypocriſy rather than 
gratitude, | | 2 
4 |  __ Every 


. * 1 


.- Every thing would have been very well now, and 
| 1 Poems, would ſoon have appeared; but for, 
what I had always dreaded, an account of the death 
of one of my dear children, a favourite little girl, 
with whom went more by far of the joys of my life 
than can ever. be recovered in this world. —I went 
home immediately, and. there, for eight or nine 
months, I remained. I forgive every thing to my 
enemies but their having been the means of detain : 
ing me from home when my pretty litile infant was in 
the hour of death . calling upon me. There are a 
few, and they ate of the moſt valuable part of man- 
kind, to whom this cireumſlance will be do bad apo: 
logy for the additional year of delay: I. would, not 
. IF 14 have been thus querlous, but that an apology ,was 
due to my nene and what could it 1 
| x | | truth 2... 
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Td: thoſe numerous Ladies nd Gentiomeny) by 
| whom, 1 bave; been thus patranined, I am, and ſhall be 
1 through life, gratefully thankful; and I truſt that 
. ö none will be offended at me for printing the names of 
i! my moſt diſtinguiſhed friends in  /alics, with now 
10 and then an Sc. Their number was too m to be 

lf otherwiſe thanked in this place. 
| Some of my beſt friends haye urged me to. gien 
| ' ſome anecdotes of my. life. I have little of avy thing 
mn to ſay worth notice on this occaſion, I was ſo very: 
. unhealthy whilſt a child (and I have continued ſo), 
that it was thought . uſeleſs to put me to ſchool, 
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where my three brothers were kept ſor many years. 


1 learned the alphabet before I can well remember, 


by ſeeing my father inſeribe grave-ſtones. My mo» 
ther, whoſe maiden name was MaTTHEws, was the 
daughter of a gentleman who had waſted a pretty 
fortune: ſhe had been well educated ; ſhe taught 


me to read in a volume of Sevgs; intituled The V 


Miſcellany ; for, I could not be prevailed upon to be 
taught from any other book. My mother ſang agree- 
ably, and I underſtood that ſhe learned her ſongs 


from this book, which made me ſo very defirous of 
learning it. This I did in a ſhort time, and hence, 


I doubt not, my original turn for poetry. There iy 
no truth in that old adage, Poeta-naſcitur, non fit ; for, 
I will venture to ſay, that a Poetical and every other 
Genius is made by ſome accident in early life, mas» 


king an indelible impreſſion on the tender mind of 


infancy. | ö 1 | 
I could buy no books; there was not at this time a 


ſingle bookſeller, except itinerante, that ſold Welſh 


books, in all Wales. The whole of my (or rather my 
mother's) little library conſiſted ot the Bible, ſome of 


Pope's works, Lintott s Miſcellany, Steele s Miſcellany, 
Randolph Poems, Milton's Poetical Works, a few vo- 


lames of the Spectator, Tatler, and Guardian, The ' 
Whole Duty of Man,” Browne's Religio Medici, and 
Golding's Tran/lation of Ovid's Metamerphoſes, in the 
black letter, which 1 ſoon was able to read; and, 
with theſe, two or three books of arithmetic which 
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CE that 


caught me to wile,” and the firſt five or ix rules of 


eithmetic, with ſomething of mr. | 
My firſt attempts in Poetry were in Welſh, that | 


being the country vernaculum, though Engliſh was 


the language of my father's houſe. In 1970, my 


+ beſt of mothers died; I was then, though twenty- 


three years of age, as ignorant of the world almoſt 
as'a new -· boru ehild; this I gradually found by wo- 
ful experience. T had worked at my father's trade 
ſince I was nine years of age; but I never, from a 
child, affociated with thoſe of my age, never learned 


their diverſions,” I returned every night to my mo- 
ther's fire - ſide, where I talked or read with ber; if 


ever 1 walked out, it was by myſelf in unfrequented 
places, woods, the ſea-ſhore, &c. for 1 was very 
penſive, melancholy, and very; fupid, as all but my 
mother thought ; when a chearful fit occurred, it 
„was wild extravugance generally. 
After my mother's death 1 could no longer be 


happy at home, where ſhe was newer mort t be ſeen. 


I rambled for ſome years over a great part of Eng- 
land and Wales; my ftudies were, during this time, 
chiefly Architeferr, and the other ſciences that my 
trade required. In 1773, I went into Kent, where 


929 Rayed for near four years, I had been two or three 


years in Londen, Brifol, bee. a return to rural object 
had a pleaſing and powerful effect on my mind ; this, 


r 5 Ehapt on Song-uriting. 
5 which 


ä — 46 
theſe volumes in Lt. In %, I returned to 
Laulor, and ſoon after into Wales ; and u geſtora- 
tion to the ſcenes of youth preſerved and heightened 
my paſſion for poetry, In 1781, I married, and gra- 
dually, as my family increaſed, was obliged to de- 
cline my hitherto pleafing ſtudy. In 2590, the ge- 


neral election ſupplied me with an vecafion to ſerib- 
ble ſome triſles which introduced my verſes into 
ſome notice, and I was encouraged to print them by 
ſubſcription. I thus became ſupplied with every 
would-be literary foo/”s apology for expoſing 'myfelf 
to public ridicule, the Advice of Friends, Thie 1 ima- 
gine is more than enough of my hiſtory ; it is-of no 
importance to any one to know how many ſtones 1 
hewed, or on how many grave · ſtones I have' inſcribed 
vile doggrel. Anecdotes of original impreſſions on 
the human mind may be of ſome philoſophical uſe; 
and I have here honeſtly giren my own. Unavoida» 
ble egotiſms will be pardoned. S | 
I repeat once more, that there is not in theſe vo- 
lumes a fingle line or epithet that is not my on 
whenever a fault has been pointed out, or an im- 
provement ſuggeſted, the removal of one, and the 
accompliſhment of the other, was always my own at- 
tempt ; for, as I before obſerved, I would not impoſe - 
on the public on one hand, and I would exerciſe my 


own faculties on the other, Corrections and i improve. 
meats 
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ebene abilities are {aid io 
Have taken plate in ſome productions of ſelf-cultiva- 
ted Genius that have appeared; this is very repre» 
ſhould nat be deceived, for the ſake of inveſtigating 
ther than for any intrinſic merit that theſe our crude 
ſcribblings poſſeſs. en 
Some of my beſt ene are Gill asg uit ab 1 
could not in time recover copies from thoſe to whom 
I bad lent them, not having kept duplicates, I am 
for this, but 1 cannot help it; my beſt pieces 
were certainly due to my ſubſcribers ; but to delay 
on longer c not * done with any * 
priety. 

2 Briebinces fave nates hank 
own; and, I will venture to ſay, the true one : in- 
deed, this bas been very freely acknowleged by the 
beſt Wh Critics ; yet, very ſtrange ! it has never be- 
fore appeared, unleſs lately from my communications, 
J bave in ſeveral places aimed at rectify ing ſome 
miſtakes of modern Ve Hiſtori ans, gentlemen (if 
they may be ſo called) of no con/crence, who are partial 
to every thing but Truth, The true hiſtory of the 
Ancient Welſh Bards is wilfully ſuppreſſed in favour 
of the wildeſt preconcepiions and abſurdeſt theories 
that could ever enter the brain of the moſt bat barous 
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' Lars feng Hubalf batter; ſatire ; thets 
is too much Priefcraft amongſt every ſect; too much 
Kingeraft in all, even Republican, Governments; yet 
there are many good Prieft#z and, I believe, a brace 
of good Kings may ALI at leaſt I am 
on One*, © 
| Lads whe utes 
preſerved the freedom of my thoughts, and the in- 
dependence of my mind : theſe ſhall not be ſubjected 
to any thing but my own conſcience. Wherever I meet 
with ſcannareliſi, though captained by ever ſo Gu EAr 
A NAME, my pen ſhall have all the liberty of my 
ſentiments ; I poſſeſs a trade, and, in that, indepen+ 
#ence, I doubt not but that numberleſs errors of 
judgement may be found in ſome things that I have . 
written. Other things may be deemed imprudent 3 
but prudence and conſcience never walk hand in hand. 
+ The merit that my Poems -poſſeſs is very little in- 
deed, but I hope that they have no taint of that im- 
morality that ſweeps, a powerful deluge, over the 


world; I have declared myſelf the friend of Peace, 


Benevolence, Liberty, and the tranſcendently lovely 
Chriftian Religion. Why is it preſumptuous in me 
to hope that my ſentiments may diffuſe. for a little 
while a feeble glimmer of glow-worm light over a 
very ſmall part of the world? Who knows but that-in 
the bright conſtellation of ſtars of the firſt ne 


* Our Welſh Bard probably means he Kix or Kings. 
Printer Devih, 


; that 


[ xx ] 


that now illumine the Horizon of Truth, I may be 
one of the feebleſt z at leaſt I would not for the 
world be a cloud in it: to theſe ſentiments I have ſa- 
crificed more than can yet be made known of -that 
vile infernal ſtuff called Prudence, that, though miſ- 
nomered a virtue, is always infallibly n of 
a #nave or a Nlave. 

The account of the Bardic Triade was drawn up 
| % hreat haſte, and under anxieties that admitted of 
no cool attention: this was, at the deſire of ſome 
friends, ſubſtituted in the room of the poems that 
were intended originally: I too late obſerve it full of 
 fnaceuracies and blockbeadiſms, The originals of theſe 
| : Triades are in the Silurian (which is the mf ancient) 
| diale& and orthography. I mention this to obviate 
the carpings of thoſe who, properly ſpeaking, know 
no dialect. The Sifurian differs in many particulars 
from the Biblical dialect of modern writers. To 
attempt an inveſtigation of the true ſenſe of the very 
obſcure term Abred would have required a longer - 
diſſertation than I had room for; and, probably, my 
abilities would have failed me. | 

I have in one paſſage mentioned a gualified ſenſe in 
Which the Chriſtian Bards and Druids believed the 

- Metempſycheſis : this was, that the depraved ſoul of 
man paſſes in a ſtate beyond the grave into progreſs 
five modes of exiſtence correſponding with the na- 
tures of Earthly worms and brutes, into whom, in 

the literal ſenſe, the Aboriginal or Patriarchal Druids 
| | | believed 


[ xi ] 


believed it paſſed, TaLresw places this proba - 
tionary, diveſtigating, or purifying, Meremp/ychofts in 


the Hell of Chriftianity, whence the ſoul gradually 
riſes again to Felicity, the way for it having been 


opened by Jeſus Chrift; for, this is his obvious mean- 


ing, where he ſays, 
Nifer a fuant yn anghyffred 
ALLIS 
Hyd bumoes Byd, 
Hyd pan ddillyngwys Criſt gaethiaved 
O ddyfnfais affwys Abred, 
Maint dyddwg Duw truy nodded. 


i.e, multitudes were, ignorant of their ſtate, in Hell, 


in the miſerable progreſſion of deliverance, during 
the world's five ages; until releaſed by Chrift from 
the captivities of the immenſe deep, of the abyſs of 
Abred; all thoſe has Gop taken into his protection. 
I have probably miſtaken the ſenſe of ſome obſcure 


paſſages, I wiſh ſome ingenious Welſh critic, and 
there are many ſuch, wou! handle theſe curious 
matters; they are of great importance in Britiſh 


Hiſtory, and throw new and great lights on it. 

I have ſome thoughts of tranſlating all the Bardic 
Triades: ſhovld ſuch an intention be encouraged by 
the public opinion of the ſhort extracts here given, 
I will in the courſe of the enſuing ſummer, with per- 


miſſion of Providence, give my tranſlation with the 


originals to the preſs, 
I wiſh that it had been in my power to diſcharge 
more fully my very great obligations to a generous 
public, 
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| public, to my ſubſcribers in particular, my real patrons: 


_ 


[a 1 


perhaps, but I care not, I may be a little tautologi- 
cal in attempting to expreſs my gratitude ; I have 
nothing to render but theſe feeble attempts. 
External appearances are ſuch, that many are ſup · 
poſed to be my friends who have been in teality very 
much my foes; but the world muſt remain unde- 
ceived; I am not inclined to publiſh truths that will 
involve me in a torrent of miſrepreſentation, obloquy, 
and abuſe ; there are many thac vill never pardon 
me for the injuries they have done me.” Such is my caſe : 
and where is that man who, being a little advanced 
in life, has not experienced much of what is very ſi- 
milar ; more than will be prudent for him, if he loves 
peace, ever to publiſh ? Could I with propriety boaſt. 
of any part of my conduct in life, it ſhould be that. 
in particular which has excited the Envy, and, of 
courſe, Enmity of ſome who will better than the 
public at large underſtand what I here allude to. 
If any ſentiment or trait in my very humble pro- 


ductions ſhould procure me ſome friendſhip, or ſome 


favorable opinion of me from the Public, 1 freely 
confeſs that my happineſs will be very much in- 
creaſed. If any thing of this nature-comes from the 
Goed, I ſhall care nothing for what of a different 
kind I may experience from what in the mo * | 


tation we call the Great. 


"London, Jan. 1, 1794. 24 70 1 1 
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Tranſlations of the Welſk Motto in the Title Page. 
1. Whilſt yet a child I lov'd the Muſe, | 


v 

n  Fix'd on her charms were all my views ; 
p- When came her thtilling thoughts along, 
ry. My worlds all center'd in her ſong. 
-44 Hence what unpardon'd faults aroſe, | 
ill "Converting friends to bitter Foes, f | | 
& 3. Wain from a child 1'lov'd.the Bardic Muſe, 
* My worlds of bliſs all center'd in her views; 
PP Sweet Fancy revell'd in my thrilling heart : 
ll But this warm paſſion for the tuneful art 
64 Was deem'd a crime, was . with Sitter 
it ' blame, dog, 
wy Till ev'ry friend a tb) bins 
or 3. From infant years I lov'd the Muſe, 


And wood het to my feeble arm; 
Deſpiſing Wealth, I fix d my views 
On ſmiling Fancy's floral charms ; 
But Exvy's hate purſues my rhime, 11 
Though breathing peace the ditty flows ; 
The Bardic ſong is deem'd a crime, 
And former friends are now my foes. 


* 


loro Moxcanwe; the Author's Bardic name con- 
formable to ancient uſage. 
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Mr. Sotheby 

Miſs otheby 

Mr. Gilead Spencer, Ja- 

1 _ * 
en ephens, E 
—— Houſe, 
Glouceſter, 2 ſets 

Mrs. Stephens, 2 fets 

Miſs Martha Sutton 

Miſs Sarah Sutton 


{| Lord SubLEY 


; Mrs, Surters 
a 


, > 


Thamas 


T 


Thomas Manſel Talbot, 
Eſq. 3 ſets 
Mr. J. Tayler 
Mrs. Anne Taylor 
Philip Thicknefſe, Eſq. 
David Thomas, Eiq. 
David Thomas, jun. Eſq. 
Miſs Mary Tamas 
Edward Thomas, — 
Robert { homas, Elq. Pem - 
broke College, Oxford 
Thomas Thomas, A. B Je- 
ſus College, Oxford 
Rev. Wm. Thomas, Chan- 
cellor of the Cathedral 
of Landaff 


Mis Mary Thomas, Liſ-| 


— 


worney, &c. 
Rev. Joſhua Thomas, 
Leominſter 
N. Thompſon, Eſq, 
C. Thr ckmorton, M. D. 
Rev. Robert Thornton 
John Toke, Efq. 
John Hirne Tooke, Eſq» 
AC - 
J. P. Towry, Eſq. 
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William Toulmin, Eſq, 
Hackney 

LADY BripGetT TOLLE- 

MACHE 


Jon Towgood, Eſq. 2 ſets 


| William Towgeod, Eſq. 


2 ſets 15 

Edmund Traherne, Eſq. 
Llewellin Traherne, Eq. 
Captain Trigge 
Edmund Tyrwhitt, Eſq. - 


Loxp Vęü Nor 


| John Vanglan, Eſq. Gol» 


den Grove, &c. 
Griffith Laug ban, Eſq. Je- 
ſus College, Oxford 

Mr. Vauvhau 


| Mr. M. Viel 


Mrs, Vigor 


ie BU. 


_ HUMANITY'S 


GaNn ANAL WaSHING- 
TON 

Robert Watſon Wade, 

—— — ade, Eſq. 

Fowler Walker, Eſq. 

Mrs, Wall 

Rev. Mr. Wall. Merton 
College, Oxford 

Mr. S. Ward 

Mr:. Walters, Ruthyn, &c. 

Miſs Walters, Ruthyn, &c. 

Rev. Fobn Walters, Lan- 
dough, && 

Mr. Henry Walters, Book- 
ſeller, Cow bridge 

Rev. John Walters, Frome 

| — — — — 2 
ev. Thomas Wells, B. D. 
Fellow of Worceſtet 
College, Oxford 

Mrs. Weddal, &c. 

Samuel Whitchurch, Eſq. 

- Stephen White, Eſq. 

Mrs. White . 

Miſs Lydia White, &c. 

William White, Eſq. 

Rev: Mr. Wo 

Mr. Wilbraham, Chriſt 
Church, Oxford, 2 ſets- 

Thomas Wilkins, Eſq. 
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WILBERFORCE 


Mr. Edward Wilkins, © 
Lantwit | 
Rev. Mr. Wills © 
Rev. Mr. Williams, Maſter 
of Cowbridge Free- 
School, &c. | 


Mrs. Williams, ditto, &c. 
Rev. Mr. Williams, Mar- 


am 
Mits Williams, Lifworney 
Mr. W. Williams | 
Bloom Williams, Eſq. 
Henry Wilmot, Eiq. &c. 
Mrs. Wilmet, cc. 

John Wilmot, Eſq. &c, 
Edward Wilmot, Eſq. 
Mrs. Wilmot 

Mr. Henry Porter Wilſon, 
Ec. 


Thomas Williams, Sculp- 


tor, Jamaica 
Miles Williams, Brick- 
layer, Jamaica 
John Williams, Brick- 
layer, Jamaica 


Mr. E. Williams, Book- 


ſeller, Strand, 6 ſets 


. 


[nun] 


\ 


Mr. Thomas Williams, 
Bookſeller, Leadeuhall 
Street, 6 ſets 

Mr. J. Williams, Bardd 
Penllyn 

Mr. J. Williams, Bardd 
St. Athan, &c. 

Rev. Peter Williams 

Taliefin Williams, Flim- 
ſton 

Miſs Peggy Williams, 
Flimſton 

Miſs Ann Matthews Wil. 
liams, Flimſton 

Edward Williams, ſenior, 
Flimſton 


John Williams, Eiq. Dyf- 


fryn 

Falter Wiltſhire, Ei 

Mr. Wood, A. B On 
Church, Oxford 

Rev. Elhanan Wincheſter 

Mrs. Winford 


Miſs Winford a 


N 


Mr. James Woodhouſe 
MazqQuigof WorcesTER 
Mazcaiongss of Wor- 


CESTER 
Rob. Wrixon, Eſq. Oriel 


— Or for 


Mri. Wyndham. 3 ſets 
Stn WATkin WitLi Aus 
Wruns, Bart. 2 ſets, 


* 


Mrs. Yearſly, Briſtol 
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Fate's deep*ning glooms indignant low'r, : . | 
Thou, Laudanum, can'ſt quickly ee 12 . 
My burning eyes in balmy ſlerp, on ru 4H 
Aud ey grief control. | 
Vor. I. hk 88 2. When 


7 = 1 
% a b F odT 


* 


5 rrq9nxMs. 


2. 


. Ne Eee but ſtrives i n | 


And calm fad thoughts to reſt ; | 


Thy ſoothing virtues can impart 
A blang ſenſatipn.$0 my herrt, 0 
: And heal my wounded breaſt. 


3. 
Whilſt fell Diſeaſe, with rapid lame, 


Preys ireful on my feeble frame, 
Fading ery vein; * 
Thou canſt repel the venom'd rage, 
The fever'd anguiſh canſt afoige, 

And blunt the tooth of Pain, 


When wakeful-Senfibility- 
Her wrongs recounts, I fly to hee, 


* 
Pn" 


"800i , 


At painful Memory's loud oll, Oo 
'Twas ſhe, with fingers -dipt Are 0 
f My rankling boſom tore. 4  baiaight 


- nbi ana unn 


* 
* 


With 3 Wale odr 
wong keen afifion fills n M. EN 
And ſwells the tide of grief; | 3 
o! ſhed thy balm into my heart, | 
And, plucking thene ts piercing dart X00 
es thy kind rl Larisa tot yds ul 


Now Comfort ſhuns my wotul ight, = ; ſe | 

And ſad returns the ſleepleſs night, | 5 | 
In fable glooms array'd ; 

OO ee ee mo 

And, on the down of reſt rec d. 

| eee x "ac od l 


PE | | B 2 7. My | 


4 y | PZ O. E M 8. 


. „ no ef prom?) Hunicg 14 
. My joyleſs hours I waſte alone, Sg 35 * 
Unpitied weep, unheeded on. 
Unfriended ſigh forlorn; 
Conſign to grief my crawling years, 
The victim of deſponding cares, 
Exiſting but to mou. 


0 SOD ö 1 


8. 


£5 


Thou faibfl friend in all my grief, 1 5 
In thy foft arms I find relief; 


EN: 


In thee forget my woes: 
Unfeeling waſte my wint*ry day, 
And'paſs with thee the night aways 
| Reclin'd i in bott repoſe, | 


* 
of - 4 vt +l w 4 s » * Fl 


of 


«(Karin 8:00 
| Ol fill exert thy foothing pow tr. 

Till Fate leads on the'weleoin'& hour, 
Io bear me hence avay; 
— | To 
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9 
„ 


To where purſues no ruthleſs foe, 


| No feeling keen awakens woe, SE os | 
Mo faithleſs friends betrays © | 


= 


. ; £ 


* ” 


RURAL INCEDENTS. 


A LYRIC PASTORAL, 


Is 


Wy E N eatly primroſes appear, 
And vales are deck d wit eaffodits, 
1 hail the new- reviving year, 
And ſoothing hope my boſom fills ; 
The lambkin bleating on the plain, 
| The ſwallow ſeen with gladden'd eye, 
The welcom'd cuckoo's merry ſtrain, 
Proclaim the joyful ſummer nigh. : 


7 


th 


The ploughman whiſtling o'er the lea, 
17 elacking of yon dünn; mill, 


The hrodle on the budding tree, 
The tow'ring ſkylark's early trill ; 


1 HM A . 
The whiſpers of the weftefts breeze «gt h 
The prattling-bydok that winds along? 
Such ſylvan ſounds my fand pleaſey: © 4 
Supply my theme of razd-fosg/ 1 | 


oy 
* 


Jo: 

The fruitful orchaed's-lovely bloom 
Now uſhers in the ſprightly May's + ©! 
The ſkies have loſt their int ry gloomy?! +1 
The chilly gales are don e 

Returning nightingales appea ;,; + 7 -» 
And charm with fong the thidnight hour; 
And I, their melting notes to herr ö 

| Frequent my lone; ſequeſtet's boir's, 


| ; ana 
Well-pleas'd 1 view thb towing bes 
That wanton in the lover'd vale j 
And, liſt'ving to the choral bir. 
The balm of healthful ies inhale z: 
i #4 . Health! 


A 


8 FP EN 


Health! lovely darling of my foul, | 


And on the dairy's near feed. 


5. 

When golden Morn's refulgent raye 

Give luſtre to the dewy valag,) e wy 
Whilſt June its roy bloom diſplays, + 
| And eglantines perfume the gale ; 
Let me ſome lonely dell frequent, 

And give a looſe to glowing thought, 
And meditate with warm intent 


| The tuneful verſe with fancy fraught. | 


6, 
With ſhepherds on the thymy down, | 
Iloveto paſs the ſummer's day, 
Or trace (and mark the privet blown) 
The &ady thicket's winding way; 


I ſcek thy paths with-anzious heced ); 


Be thou, my lovely Delia, there, | 
And walk with me the brake along 
PI! dug to pleaſe thy partial ear, h 93 

Whilſt Love inſpires th' impaſſion'd ſong.  : 7 


7. 

When lads and laſſes, making bay, 
Chat mirthful in the verdant mead, 
I form for them the ſportive lay, 

or pipe upon my rural reed: 
With rake in hand I often walk, _ 

With them along the new-mown vale, 
And chear the ſwains with merry talk, 

And pleaſe the nymphs with am'rous tale. 


* 


Hie blithfome in the bufliag e 
I rear the ſhock, or ſickle wield, EN 
And, gladden'd, yiew the ripen'd com, 
1 Bs Now, 


P O E M 8. a 9: 
4 * . 
% 


— 


10 


10 | p. OE M S. 


Now, liſt ning to the as We ove 
I join the laugh ef te applauſe; Mile 
Or toſs aloft the frothy d ttt 


* 


ln wealthful Autumt h g far, | 

When all the ere is” eee W a: 2249 

I to the ruſtic rout repair, | 
And help to ſwell the eher dm 

We, that in rural toils R Ff 
Now. at the further & Bur reg 
The feaſt enjoy wh peſt mh Bz 

And pufr about the nut br ale. 


CG 


10. 


The treaſures of the cHh.t, Ii f, 

Are in our batt” vH cathidir fbr D 

The racy fruits our o retards retard yiew, 10 10 l d, 3351 £ 
Heap up ti wilt artiple * 15h00. nA 
I 077 | 2 "i * 


>” 
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The balwy ſweets of toiling bee ß 
Collected are wit ene ful hand ;, 

We ſet out us ande at esse . 
For Plenty revels I the d! 


11. 


C - 


When favour'd by the ſcentfal me 7:51 1017 
I trace thick w6odss:ob on the robe, 2T 
Urge on the clizes rith-boand aud horny! «> 1:4, - 

And far purſue the wity on 1 
His nightly ravage iw the feld. ft 1197 
Acclaiming fivains ſhall foot Behed ß, 
The caitiff number with! the deads 


143. 


The lawns have loſt their vvid hu e, 
No flow'rets bloomy. no lambkins bleat:;: 
Yet with rejoicing eyes we wen; E 
The verdure of the ſpringing wheat + ' + | 

| B 6 Revolving 


| IS 1: J P 0 E M 8. a 


Revolving Plenty buds- around, | 
1. ſhall our future wealth diſpenſe; +. 
We 'll hedge with care the previous ground, 

And truſt it then ta Providence. 


"2-11 
Now dark December's tempeſt rend: 
The frowning ſkies with dreadful ire, 
Ang, chatting withauy Jocunts riengy 
1 $t beſide the blazing fre: 
Your herds now ſhiver in the mead, 
Ye ſwains, their urgent calls obey z 
Their ſteps to timely ſhelter lead, 
And deal around the fragrant hay. | 


/ 


14. 2 

Contending ſtorms now rage around, 
With ſnow the fields are cover'd o'er; 

Huge billows break with frightful ſound, 
And roll their terrors to the ſhore + 


\ 


* 


* * — 
POE M 8 i 
89 * E of "4 p 9 bd 
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Now Nature feels a ſore decay, 
We to the mournful ſcene attend, 

So paſs ourichecquer'd years away, 2 
And in the grave our buſtles end. 
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S TA eins toc 


- WRITTEN In 
| LOND ON in 1773. 8 
+8 gs 
| I. ; 

In retroſpectire ver 232 
: I mournful dwell on vernal years, 
i When time, unmark'd by galling cares, 
| On wings of pleaſure flew.. 


2s 


O blifGGful hours ! ere led aſtrag 
Dy Fame's alluring tale; 
When Reaſon's undiſputed ſway, 
| Coutd ev'ry wayward thought allay : 
Could ofer my heart prevail. 
3. Why, 


» 


P-- 0 E M S. ry: 


„ 

Why, Cambria, didi quit thy ſhore? 6 bhuziqge 
The ſcenes 5 lo i Mr ß; 

With wounded Nee rkg M.. 

F languiſh, and Wy lo del :: 
In Folly's hateful Pee 


-t 
* \ 
. 


1 ur 
Contemns thy peneefell ph Y 

By Virtue's energy fp ot, 

The joys of Natuft t aid 

Amongſt thy cer fut ſaai e 


5 


. _= ts 
Sad Memory recalls the ey; ut dog. DN 
When o'er i wins Aloe ß 
Exploring Fancy's m with , ainlg yon vr 
My Muſe firſt triec Mer Wan fpy on (to eng yd 
Made fir her di ee 

2177 6. Ap» 
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6. Soca 


Applauded by the unletter'd uad 
de felt her pinions grow z; . 

She pleas'd the Beauties of the plain, 

' Whilſt Nature bade her ſimple ſtrain 


In artleſs numbers flow. 


7 
Thus, in 2 's happy land, 
I ſpent my Dlifultimes, | 
My rural ſonnet playful planny, 
The novel charm of Nature ſean d. 
New ſubject of my rhyme. 


„ 


Cblunegas, boaſt thy ſky ſerene ; 
Thy health- inſpiring gales; 
Thy ſunny plains Juxuriant greens 7 + ¾q 
Thy graceful mountains airy ſcene; z: 
Their wild romantic. yale .. 
9. With 


95 | 

With Nature's wealth ſupremely bleft;' - ' +/+» /7 
With peace, with plenty crown d; 

In thy white cors *, a chearful gueſt, T 
Pure Joy dilates the glowing bret. 

10. Re- 


® Ts thy white ] It has, from, very remote antiquity, 
been the cuſtom in Glamorgen to white-waſh the houſes, not 
only the inſides, but the outfides alſo 3 and even. the barns, 
ables, walls of yards, gardens, &c, In a very ancient poem, 
we have the following paſſage : A 

ce Morgan, ddiwy d , 

A Groragedd metun mawredd a muriou gwynion, 

In Cline ges the people are courteous and gentle, 
Married women are honoured; and the walls are white. 


Dafydd ab Gwoilym, a bard that flouriſhed about 1350, lays of 
n — 2 5 
Ef Bardd vl bardd dn, 
A'i wind a'i thai g,. 


8 © KMS 
K 
Receive thy Bardi he fpeedsagainy.- *_ 1/11 
With i j ol did . I * 


To Heav'he high will reſigu d. 


11. O, 
| The Bard loves this beautiful country, its wines, . 11 
114 bob] ' - | tere ' , 


[Ani gta nie 0, 96 
| Tr ſores re: 1 Hi,” . 4 
Mn. e 
Thou Sun of the bright morning, den joyfulnels around; 
ns Sees FOE: a 


Deio ab Ivan Dus a Bard that wrots about 5450, far, 


— 


EE hl {ie croton : 
e eee uren, Erg AE 
ticed this cuſtom, which (ul? contrived; = 
(yz, «© GA Mx. 


17. 
With drodping foul, eee, ir. 


Long have I ſpent "the joyleſs day, Xe 


Phe 
To trace thy ſcenes, why did.I long . —_—_— 
To dwell with. baleful ut , , pate 
Turn fool to pleaſe thy warden thrang - 
Affect thy vice, and ſorely wrong 
The feeling, of my. heart? , 


Mr. Pxnruppocxs WyNxDaHAM, in his Tour through Moo» 
muth/bire and Wales in the yea? 178 1, ſays, that in Glamorgan 
* the houſes, walls, and out-bildjngs, are commonly whites 

« waſhed; and there is ſcarcely a cottage to be ſeen, which is 
© not regularly bruſhed ever every mbH. P. 37, 24 edit. 

Mr. STzvuTT, from Be Sitalasy figs, Mr ths Bb 
white-waſhed their houſes with chalk (Chronicle of England; 

p. 2564.) . From hence it appears that the Welſh A Glamore 
mn ON Cao, "We 
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ws I Jo 
See Faſhion to thy dazzled crowd  . 
Mad vot'ries of har fate prend, 
Raiſe their wer ſhouts lon, 


1 
32 


* 222 ov? 
) 41 * 


4: 
ew dil ber giddy uns, 12 
Blind to th game. of truth 


Vice loudly chaunts her fyren kran: ; 
Exerts her wily Kill to gain | ©. 


- The unexperienced youth. en ear 


' Think not; meek child of innocence, 
6 Thy truth 2 merit berg; 
Thy blameleſs manners give offence, 
And coxcomb cits will recompenſe | 
; Thy virtues with a ſneer. 


ET ESE, ET 


TC Aa THO a> ic 


| 
| 
| 
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16. 

Thou muſt approach vile Folly's throne 
Reluctantly be vain ; | 

Thy conſcious innocence diſown ; 
Afſect, and boaſt, a vice unknown; 

A guilt unpractiſed feigu. 


17. 
Tear conſcience from thy heart 3 _ 


Go act, or never hope to ſhive, | 
Unfeign'd the villain's part. 


18. x 

Whilſt envied Virtue nobly warms 
Thy yet unconquet d mind, 

from her vile, polluting arms; 5 

Nor gaze on meretricious charms ; 


Nor caſt one look behind. 


* 


Yet, would'ſt thou call her glories thine, 


With fair pretence, and deep deſign, TOE 
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19. 
o fiy1 nor let thy gen?rous heart, 
| Submit to her controul: 7 | 
She'll ſoon find out its weakeſt part 3 
Will haunt thee with inſidious art, 


20. 


Bright Reaſon ! twas thy pon'sful hand 
| Preſerv'd me fram the ſnare, 
From ſchemes by fell Temptation plann'd 


I heard thy call, thy mild command, _ 
And bleſs'd thy guardian care. 


21 
02 A 


Whilſt toiling on life's ruffled ſea, .... 
| 'Gainſt adyerſe Fortune tide, _ 


Amid the ſtorm I call to the, 
Thou, heay'nly monitor, ſhalt be : 


"3 
3 * 
* 


0 * 1 % N 
s S263 £8 y 


ws - wk k 
1 * I * 1 ” 
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1 
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22, And. 


r O E UH 8. 23 
22, 
And thou, whoſe will the Heav'ns obey, 
With Love's eternal awe, 
Led ſtill by thy celeſtial ray, 
Bid me through life's eventful. day, 
Live ſtudious of thy law. 


CASPLES | 


24 w POEMS 


CASTLES IN THE AIX. 


WRITTEN IN 1777» 


oe baſelgſi fabric of a Viſions : 


| SHAKSPEARY. 


M Y lot in life, nor blame J fate, 
Unborn to title ben 1 
Was to procure a ſlender ſtock, 
By building 4ou/es on the rock; 

Bleſt Providence ! for ever kind, 

Gave me a truth-diſcerning mind ; 

Did to this mind the pow'rs impart, 

Of uſeful ſkill and honeſt art; 

And, Pride's intruſion to prevent, 

Gave humbled thoughts of * content. 
4 


Toil's 


POEM S. 


Toil's healthful hand with eaſe acquir'd 
Whate'er my bridled wiſh defir'd ; 
All Nature's wants were well ſupplied, 
Nature, with little ſatisfied z | | 
Peace crown'd the Jabours of my day, 
No thorns beſtrew'd my ſhelter'd way; 
No charms of ſoul- corrupting gold, 
Vile price for peace and virtue ſold, 
Could e' er my cautious mind employ; 
Reaſon diſclaim'd the guilty joy. 


Pow'rs, known too late, with Nature dwell, . 


In Frailty's night-envelop'd cell, 
Caſtled in Error's murky cloud, 
Where lawleſs Paſſion ſtorms aloud ; 
Mad Folly there, with varied wiles, 
Youth's unſuſpedting ſoul beguiles ; 
Thence came that frantic elf Deſire, 
On rapid pinions plum'd with fire; 
Clad in the borrow'd hues of light, 

A Syren lovely to the fight ; 

Vor. I. * 


* 


> 


46 POEM 8. 


I felt ſtrange pains, unknown before, 


And ſported with my love · ſick heart; 


I thought myſelf now truly bleſt ; 


% 


She tuned 1 lay, 
And led my captiv*'d ſou away. | 


And ſilenc'd Reaſon rul'd no more 3 
A dulcet grief, a pleaſing ſmart, 


Diſtreſs'd at once, and charm'd my heart; 


Bewilder'd rarits employ'd my tongue; 
I often ſigh'd, and often ſung ; 


Was oft by Fancy's gloom ofercaſt : 


*Twas Love, mad Love, I found at laft, 
Tranſported with th? inchanting name, 
Fool, I began to feed the flame; | 
Told Cetia, that my bleeding breaſt 


Felt all her charms, and knew no reſt ; 


Told her my paſſion was fincere ; 


And witneſs'd this with many a tear. 


Now Celia play d a ſkilful part, 


A mutual paſſion ſhe confeſs'd, 


1 O E M S. 27 


My joys were full; my cares were flown ; 

For Celia, ſure, was now my own; 

How bleſt the life with Celia ſpent, 

In tender love, and ſweet content. 
Alas! young Tims, blithe and gay, 

A boaſting warrior, came that way; 

She ſaw the glitt'ring Hero come, 

With ſound of trumpet, beat of drum; 

She heard him prate, admir'd his coat ; 

'Tis on ſuch trifles women doat. 

Tinſel addreſs'd my fickle fair, 


And read the lover's common prayer; 

Play'd with ſucceſs the coxcomb's part, 

And ſtole from me my Celia's heart, 

Celia now yields to new deſires ; 

A brighter flame her ſoul inſpires ; 

The peaceful maſon baniſh'd far, 

She weds th' enſanguin'd ſon of war. 

Behold, exulting ! now they come, 

Attended by the noiſy drum ws 
C 2 High- 
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High-ſqueaking fife's harſh accents play, 
To celebrate the joyful day. | 
My fighs I check, nor once upbraid ; 
For, ſure, I loſt a worthleſs maid; 
Whoſe heart was never form'd to prove 
The bliſs refin'd of conſtant love. 
How often has my anxious mind 
With Celia's love all bliſs combin'd ; 
- Promis'd all pleaſures in her ſmile ; 
Joys that could ev'ry care beguile. | 
How bleſt ! what happineſs divine ! 
To call the lovely charmer mine, 
Thus, bootleſs, toil'd my buſy heart; 
Warm fancies thrill'd-in ev'ry part ; 
And, after all its labours paſt, 
Twas diſappointed thus at laſt ; 
Hopes, that I nurs'd with wiſtful care, 


Were only Cafiles built in air; 

Tow'rs, where I thought with peace to dwell, 
But, ruin'd ſoon, they downward fell, 
| | I falt 
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I felt a momentary ſhock, 
But landed ſafe on Reaſon's rock. 

And now, * all that 's good, I PR 
Woman ſhould trick my heart no more ; 
Friendſhip could ſoothe my cares to reſt, 
Should reign ſole monarch of my breaſt ; 
My ſoul, with all it's warmth inſpire, 
Whilſt Reaſon fann'd the hallow'd fire, 
Rous'd up in ev'ry glowing ſenſe 


The fervors of Benevolence 1 


To crown my wiſh, I found a fa, 
Whoſe hearts, I thought, were ſound and true 
Compeers, of ſeeming worth poſſeſa d; 
I thoſe with utmoſt warmth eareſi d: 
Gave up to thoſe my thoughtleſs heart, 
Wide-opening ev'ry ſecret part 3 
Baniſh'd Suſpicion, that. vile elf, 
And meaſur'd others by myſelf: 
Deteſting views of ſordid wealth, 
My time, my labour, and my health, 
| C 3 Were 
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Were fſacrific*d to ſerve my friend; 


I gain'd in this my Rudied end; 

] knew ſucceſs a little while, 

Saw Fortune on my labours ſmile ; 

Could often, from a ſcanty ſtore, 

Afford a penny to the poor, 
That * Mis fortune's galling load, 

In fad Aflition's thorny road. 

The ſons of Cunning ſang my praiſe, | 


Well-ſkill'd in Flatt'ry's wily ways; 


A well feign'd gratitude expreſs'd ; 

I n&er perceiv'd *twas all a jeſt. 

When Flatt'ry plies her guileful art, 

Alas! how falls th' unweeting heart; 

With conſcious rectitude elate, 

No ſnare diſcovers till too late. 

Thus, thoughtleſs paſs'd my ſummer's day,, 
Till all my pence were flown away ! 


Chill Penury returns at laſt : 


I ſhiver in her wint' ry blaſt; 


PO E M S. 


Dull purſe- proud clowns, rejoiciags note 
My ſcanty meal, my thread-bare coat 
Now fall away my pradent friends, 

Ah ! nought remains to ferve their ends ;. 


All join to vilify my name; 

With alter'd look inſult: and thoſe 

I ſerv'd the moſt, were moſt my fbes ; 

Of faults, unpractiſed faults accus'd ; 

By knaves, by fools, my name abus'd ; 
Wealth to th' approving row harangu'd, 
Said I was poor, and why not hang'd ? 
Such was the crime, well-prov'd on me 3 
Th? enormous guilt of Poverty. 

What art thou, Friendſhip, but 4 ſound ? 
A ſhade in wilder'd fancies found; 
Deccption's lab'rinth, blindly trac'd 
Through life's inhofpitable waſte ; 

Thy golden domes, that ſeem'd ſo fair, 
Were only Caftles built in air; 
| | 5 


All chang'd, they now conſpire to blame 


Now Satire came, with fi'ry pow'rsz 


That furious tore his conſcious breaſt; 
Whilſt, at his pain, th' obſerving crowd 
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From whence, a ruin d heap wont; | 

They fell, and cruſh'd me to the ground. 
Mirth ſaw my wrongs, and took my part: 

She promis d raptures to my heart; 


weil · tutor ·d in her ſmirking ſchool, 


T learn'd to laugh at knave and fool; 
And Innocence, with peaceful breaſt, 
Can laugh and ſing, though ſore depreſi d. 


TY 


Engag'd my thoughts; employ'd my hours ; 


She feather'd Truth's unerring dart, 
And flung it at the raſcal's heart ; 
Opening to view that dark retreat, 
Where neſtled villainy complete; 
Pleas'd, I beheld the writhing elf, 
Wild—agonizing in himſelf; 

Pale madden'd looks the ſting confeſs'd, 


Rais'd the ſarcaſtic laugh aloud ; 


For 
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For ev'ry knave will worry down 
A neighbour's vice, but not his own. 

Dead midnight reigns, and all around 
Lock'd in th* embrace of ſleep profound 32 
Save where yon Bacchanalian voice 
Bids many a thoughtleſs fool rejoice ; 
I thither fly, and bear along, 
The chorus of his frantic ſong ; 
Mad Riot roars, it's language frauzht 
With jeſt obſcene, with brutal thought ; 
Folly commands, and all obey, : 
Till from yon Eaſt the golden ray 
Beams on theſe hooting owls of night, 
Who, ſtagg'ring, fly th* upbraiding light; 
And ſeek the ſot's polluted bed, 
To lay the fume-encumber'd head ; 
There waſte, in beaſtly ſnores, away 
The genial hours of cheerful day. 

Unruly Mirth, no more of thee ; 
Thou nurſe of rude brutality ; 

| | c . 
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Vile waſter of the days of youth ; 
Mad ſcoffer at the laws of Truth ; 
Great hard'ner of the human breaſt, 
Be thine the dull unmeaning jeſt ; 
Speak out, and gain thy worthleſs end; 
Nor fear thy God, nor ſpare thy friend; 
Enjoy thy triumphs, and deſpiſe 
All that can charm the good and wiſe ; 
The ſtupid laugh, th* immoral ſong, 
To thee, to thee alone, belong; 
I flew to thee from rankling care, 
But found thy caſtles built in air: 
Thy vile enjoyments canker'd all, 
Thy ſpurious pleaſures drench'd in gall. 
Bright Wiſdom calls, I will obey, 
Will ſeek and trace her flow'ry way 3 
f Her paths of pleaſantneſs and peace, 
Strew'd with true joys that never ceaſe ; 
She ſhall inſtru& my willing heart, 
And all her ſacred lore impart : 
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She mall beſtow thoſe pure delights - 

Of guiltleſs days, and peaceful nights ; 

Calm thoughts on Truth's plain maxims bent, 
Heav'n's ample ſource of tich content. 

Thus will I ſpend my ſpan of life, 
Well-ſhelter'd from the ſtorms of ſtriſe; 
Improve my heart on Virtue's plan, 


And do to all what good I can; 


Nor aught, incautious, take in hand, 
Till conſcious Duty gives command ; 
Till ſeen in Truth's meridian light, 
The dictates of eternal Right, 
"Tis true, this weak unſtable hgh 


May from its path a moment ſtart; 


Some rebel paſſion may controul, 


A little while, th' unguarded ſoul ; 


The foot of Nature, now and then, 


May flip ; but ſhe will riſe again; 


Will to her aid Religion call, 
To guard her from a ſecond fall; 
C6 
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And knaves may blame, and fools may mock; 
But this is building on the rock *. / 


* This is building on the rock.] The Author here anticipates 
the very good advice which all the Reviewers intend in future to 
give him; that is, to build no more Caſtles in the Air 3 but to re- 
turn to his trade of building houſes on the rock. And as thoſe 
gentlemen are celebrated retailers of ſecond-hand wit, he hopes 
they will be ſo very obliging as to favour him with that (by ther 


at leaſt) very much hackneyed adage, 
| Ne futcr ultra crepidam. 


LOVE'S 
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LOVE'S ELOGUuEN CE. 


A SON G. 


Is 

O F T has my fault Ang tongue eſſay'd 

To paint my glowing heart, 
Whilſt vivid Fancy ſtrove to aid, 

Warm Paſſion's honeſt art; 
But language fails, all arts are vain, 

| Tame reas'ning falls to nought ; 

Nor can the ſchoolmen's wit explain 

A lover's tender thought, 


2. 
Say, can yon pedant's lore expreſs 
The language of the ſtorms ? 
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Or in ſtiff garb of ſyſtem dreſs 
Wild F ancy's changing forms? 
Attemptsare vain, and vainer ſtill, 
Eſſay the ſons of Art ; 
They never can, with all their ſkill, 
Tranſlate the Lover's heart, 


3. 
The lips may Falſhood's form diſguiſe, 
Whilſt Innocence bulieves ; | 
; But Love and Truth have ſpeaking eyes, 
Their language ne'er deceives ; a 
Beware of him whoſe wordy lay 
| Thy weetleſs ear aſſails; 
Tis fell Deceit: O, turn away J. 
Nor hear the Syren's tales. 


| ATR, 
The timid air, the ſhy advance, 
Th' involuntary tear; 


bs 
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The tender look, the wiſtful glance, 
Are ever found ſincere : 

Then, Delia, read the wordleſs tale, | - 
By filence well expreſs'd ; - | 

Mark what impaſſion'd looks reveal 

The feelings af my breaſt. 
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BANKS OF THE DAW, 


WRITTEN xn 1758. 


Daw,—The river that runs by the Author's native place. 


' 


1. 
Oszrorwxr, ſweet Muſe, fo thy gentle command, 
I lead, with warm feelings, thy numbers along ; 


o! bid thy bright flame in my boſom expand; 


Bid all thy rich fancies repleniſh my ſong. 


*Tis Nature all-charming this ardour inſpires ; 


Carp on, my good Critics, I care not a ſtraw; 


Il fing what no ſquare-wielding Critic admires, 


WHd beauty that ſports on the Banks of the Daw. 


- Bo Here 


P'O'E M 8. 4 


2. 

Here thickets romantic, irregular meads, 

In order fantaſtic ſeem ſcatter'd around ; 

| 'Tis Nature's gay plan, has a charm that exceeds 

All modes that in ſyſtem can ever be found ; 
This wild-winding river obſerve in the vale, 

Tis Beauty's true line, which dull Art never ſaw, 
By Fancy diſplay'd, where ſhe warbles her tale, 

To the rapturous Bard on the Banks of the Daw. 


3. 

No vice -haunted cities encumber this plain; 

No glittering domes in falſe dignity ſwell ; 
The meek artleſs nymph, and her innocent ſwain, 

Here ſtill with mild Peace and Simplicity dwell ; 
'Tis the ſweet Britif blackbird that ſings in my grove; 

No parrot pedantic, no learned macaw ; | 
And to hear my lov'd nightinga/e often I rove, 

Where the moon ſweetly ſilvers the Banks of the 


| Daw, 


4. On 


On the brow of yon hill a torn caſtle appears ; 
Low humbled in rubbiſh old grandeur we trace; 

The ruin yields now to the ravage of years, 
And Pomp's vain memorials all vaniſh apace. 

Rough Barons are gone, and forgotten their fame, 
Who kept a rude race for long ages in awe : 

But Nature, ſweet ruſtie, for ever the ſame, 3; . | 
Still dwells with her Bard on the Banks of the Daw. 
5 A 

No gaudy parterre here diſhonours the ground; 
No feats of dull Pathion appear on theſe plans; 

Here Beauty, dear charmer, wild wanders around, 
Unfetter'd by fools in Formality's chains; 

No languiſhing ſhrub, a fad exile, here mourns, 

Nipt in a ſtrange clime by the winter's keen flaw * ; 


# Flaw.] (Latin fo). A cold nipping gale, a ſuddenꝰ blaſt. 
Pide JounsoN's Dictionary, folio edition. 
© ! that that earth that kept the world in awe; 
Should * t expel the winter's flaw. 
SHAKSPEARE, 


But 


But old Britiſh n adorns 
The ſweet rural ſcene on the Banks of the Daw. 
6, 
Now May decks the meadows with Beinity profuſe ; 
The moruing's rich odours repleniſh the gale ; 
'Tis the ſeaſon of ſong, and Jl woo the ſweet Mf ; 
She wanders where ſilence inhabits the dale: 
The Maſe, for whoſe favours I treated with ſcorn 
The wealth that vile miſers rapaciouſly claw ; | 
She, charmer of Nature, in Youth's early morn, 
I, lifping, invok'd on the Banks of the Daw 


BET? 7e 
On the day (well m——_ I dwell with delight, 
When in ſearch of her objects I wander'd afar; 
To deep-ſounding ſhores, where the ſurge, in fierce 
might, | | 
Aſſails the rude rock with perpetual war. 
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And often, whilſt Night ſoftly curtain'd the plain, 
Would 1 from the village in filence withdraw ; 
To paint my warm heart in young Paffion's wild 
ſtrain, 
And ſaunter alone on the Banks of tbe Daw. 


$& © 
Enſlay'd by no paſſion, ſecluded from pride, 
A ruſtic, ingloriovs, I dwell in this vale : 
| Let fools, lovely Nature, thy dictates deride, _ 
I know thy feet voice, and attend to thy tale; 
And here may my moments glide peaceful along, 
No conſcience upbraiding my boſom to gam; 
Thou, too, ſhall partake of thy Bard's humble ſong, 
My dear native cot on the Beats of the Daw. = 
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1. 
Ca NST thou the fangs of twetwits Vie, 
| To vulture knaves thy wealth reſign, ; 
And dauntleſs drink thy cup of gall? 
Say, canſt thou quaſh the ſtruggling tear, 
Nor at thy woful fate repine, 
When foes triumphant ſee thy fall 7 


2. 
dne, lovely darling of thy heart, 
Groans in the furious gripe of Death, 
Or venom'd foes revile her name; 
Detraction, with infernal art, 
And green - ey d Envy's blighting breath, 
Purſue thy merit's riſing fame, 


If ſtill unchang'd thy ſteady face, 
If no fierce feelipg tears thy breaſt, . 
It rend thy ſoul no ſuff "ring can; . 
Thou art not ſprung of earthly race, 
Art of ſome nature ſtraoge poſſeſs d, 
Art, ſurely, 4% or more than Max. 


SONG, 


FPO EMS. 


1. 
Now day's chearful moments are fled, -» 
And each happy mortal aſleep, 
Whilſt, quitting my ſlumberleſs bed, 
On the ſea's rocky margent I weep 


By the foame-cover'd billow reclin'd, 


And ſearching in vain for relief ; 
I utter my tale to the wind, 


My tale of unſpeakable grief. 


2. 
Amid the ſtern horrors of night, 
Alone on the beach I complain; 
My joys have all taken their flight; 
No ſhadows of comfort remain . 
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To the tide's hollow murmur I rave, 


Expending in ſighs my fad breath: 
My Jemm lies under the wave, 


— 


Lies deep in the manſions of death. 
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'TO. THE CUCKOO: 


WRITTEN In 1775. 


1. 
H a1! welcom'd Harbinger of Spring- 
Blithe Herald of the bloomy May ; 
The groves, the vales, harmonious ring, 
Reſponſive to thy cheering lay; | 
And where the ſwallow ſkims along, | 
I ramble down the dale, and liſten to thy ſong. - 
Thy voice recalls the ſmiling hours ; | 
With thee returns the vernal morn ; | 
And pearly dews, and fragrant flow'rs, | | 
Once more our verdant meads adorn, | 
When, through the vocal delle around, . . | 
The thrilling ſongs of love in echo'd lays reſound. ; | 
vor. I. IN 3. Whilf 
| 


* 
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3s 
Whilſt Winter quits thy fulgent ſkies, - 
And Peaoe attends the roſy ann, 
Thy ſcenes employ my raptur'd eyes 
Where Beauty revels on the lawn; 
With Joy's loud notes the welkin rings, 
And Fancy mounts her throne, and waves ber gol- 
zen wings. n | 


| 4. 
Sweet Cuckoo, now thy morning mild | 
Amakes to love the choral throng, 
I range with thee the thicket wild, 
I tune with thee the rural ſong ; 
Here emulate thy cheerful voice, 
Rouſe up my drooping Muſe, and bid my foul re- 
5 | * 
Say, lovely gueſt! oh! wilt thou ſtay, 
Nor leave Britannia favour'd ie? 


r O E M s. g 
So ſhall the charms of youthful May | 
Through eviry month ſerevely finile ; - | 
And Love, a monarch in thy train, | 
Shall rule in ey'ry ſoul, ſhall triumph on the plain. 


| 6. 
The mirthful Muſe will daily chaunt 
The joys of thy delightful hour; 
Thy ſong will bleſs the Lover's haunt, 
Thy ſylvan Bard's ſecluded bow'r 
Stay, ſweet enlivner of the dale, | 
And wake up ev'ry dawn with thy rejoicing tale. 


7. 
Alas! Ana thy Wenig cw 
No more fhall cheer the pallid morn ; 
' Nor tow'ring lark in ether float; 
Nor blackbird warble on the thorn: 
Stern Winter meets our ſadden'd eyes; 
Amid the ſtorm enthron'd, the tyrant of the ſkies. 


D2 | 8. Fond 
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Fond youth attend, the leſſon s thine l. 

So fleet apace thy mirthful hours; 
Lis jocund ſpring will ſoon decline; 

Thy Joys will fade like a flow'rs ; 
Time leaves behind thy tomeful days, | 
And Age with icy cares will firew thy wintry ways 

| 5 | 

May ſhall frequent the groves againg 

The Cuckoo ſing on ev'ry tree, 

Bright Beauty” $ mantle robs the plain, 

But Spring returns no more for thee: 

Where art thou gone? ah} whither fled ? 

Forgotten in the grave, low cumber'd with the * 


10. 
Liv d conſcious Goodneſs in thy breaſt ? 
| Dwelt Truth an inmate of thy heart ? 
Was Virtue by thy foul carels'd, 
When Death bade "yy the Gar dart? 4 


þ 
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Then wing'd thy raptur'd ſoul away, 
To thoſe eternal tlimes where cv'ry month is May. 


This piece was printed in the Town and Country 
Magazine, for July, 1775. It is here conſiderably 
altered ;*but the ſentiments are lil the ſame, and in 
the ſame arrangement. A piece on the ſame ſudject 
appeared in a ſmall volume of Poems that was pub - 
liſhed about ſeven or eight years after; where the 
- CGmilarity appears ſo ſtriking, that one of theſe Poems 
cannot well be conſidered but as a ſtudied imita- 
tion of the other; how far this cal be ſuppoſed to 
be incidental, muſt be left to the public opinions 
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ADVICE TO A WHINING LOVER. 


5 1. 
WiNp AER of the pathleſs plain, 
Why that ſob of filly care ? 
Hugging ſtill thy galling chain; 
Whining to the midnight air. 
: | 1 2s. | 
Why, with owls amid the grove, 
Wilt thou ſhun the cheerful day? 
And, in doleful ſongs of love, 
Sadly fool thy life away. 
_— | 
Thee, through brakes and boggy meads, 
Peelted by the ſtorms of night, 
: Love, a jack-a-lanthorn, leads, | 
Gleaming with perfidious light, © | 
| 4. Thee, 


eV; 


PQ * . 


4 
Thee, deprefs'd by dire alarm, 
| Moping near the ſedgy brook 
Have I ſeen, with folded arms, _ 
Love-ſick phiz, and ſheepiſh looks 
5+ 
Phcebe flights thy proffer'd love z- 
Phcbe triumphs in thy pain; 
Nought can Phabe's pity move; 
Nought aſſuage her high diſdain, _ 
2 
Hapleſs doom! and why wilt thou 
Still her fetter d flave remain ? 


Here s the rope, and there's thg bovgh, pf 


Certain cures for all thy m. 
| 2 
Haſte! thy cruſhing load of grief 
On yon blaſted oak ſuſpend ; 
"Tis the lover's beſt relief; 
This will ſoon thy remand, 
D 4 | 


* . 


- * 
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8. 
Then, from Phabe's bondage Ben 125 

To that wench no more a flave ; 

Thou ſhalt triumph on the tree, 

Le a lover bold and brave. 1 

AS 
Then, a ghoſt of ſainted fame, | * 
When around the ravens fly, 2 
Thou ſhalt ſing with loud acclaim, 
Love has won the victory.“ 
„ 10 
And thy form will ſurely pleaſe, 
When her martyr Phœbe finds, | y 
Dangling with a graceful eaſe, 
Devious in the ſtormy wind.. 
| . 

Thus, exalted to the ſkies, 

Thou ſhalt thrilling joys impart 
To thy Pheebe's raviſh'd eyes; 
To thy charmer's tender heart. 

8 12. Gloomy 
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9 
Gloomy Lovers in deſpair 
Shall for ever crowd thy ſhrine ; 
Sigh to thee their ſaiv'ling care ; 
Raiſe to thee the wonted whine. 
| dy "oe rk * 
Pharbe, with exulting boaſt,. A way 
Shall proclaim her Damon: true : 
This will charm thy, raptur d ghoſt ; 
Haſte ! and bid the world adieu | 


5 3 AR 
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THE REAPERS. 
A' P 41 f 6 1 1. 
(Inſcribed to the GLamoroan Agriculttral Soriety, } 


d 1. 

Ari up with the e, s bin reapirs wers 
| ſeen, : | 

Prepar'd with their fickles, and walking the green; 

The lads whiſtle jocund, their laſſes attend 

At Love's tender call, ſweet aſſiſtance to lend; 
A gameſome along, through the morning's freſk 

_ ifs 25 0 
The gay village*throng to the wheat-field repair, 
Blithe Corydos, tuning his muſical tongue, 
Thus the praiſes of rural felicity ſung. 
| 2. Cox von. 


POEMS 


Cox vox. 
The carol of gladneſs is due to this day, 
Ye lads and ye lafſes attend to my lay: * 7 


ve on from hgh Pride dust paſſos re fe,” 
And join in the labours of harveſt with me, * 
I ſing of your honours, I ſing of your wealth, 

Your days of contentment, your bleſfings of health; 
The virtues, the joys, of thoſe peaceable ſirains, | 
Who, pupits uf Nature, inhabit the plains. | 


3. 

Let thoſe chat abide in the filth of a town 
Deride, if they pleaſe, the meck life of a clown ; | 
We laugh at their tinſel, our taſte is too nice 
To be pleas d with their toys, or to relim their vice; 
In worthleſs purſuits let them n their time, 
Their luxuries love, and fall off in their prime; ; 
Whilſt we, rural fwaios, ip low villages find 
Rich plenty, ſweet health, and a peaceable mind. 

D : 4. How 


A 


bo. pP"O'E'M s. 


_ | 4+ | 


How happy the life of an innocent ſwain, - 


. That dwelts with his herds, and his- flocks on the, 
plain; 4 | N : | 15 75 


| Who labours abroad on his * all the * 


Now turning his fallows, now tedding his hay z/, | 


; Here cattle in fields of rich clover we view z 05 


Here lambk ins in meads of a beautiful hue; 
And here the rich fruits of his labours we find, 


Where the wheat's golden curls * geotly wave in the, 


ind. 
L 


1 
* 


3. a 1 
. . 
- ** - . 7 * 
G * * % = 6 ö . 
* — 


| He flights the pretenſions of Grandeur and: Wealth, 


And thit.ks them ou 'd by ee and} 


* Celden rk. How e. Author as venture dv ifs hs: 
32 
thing of the whear's geh rh Poor Devils 1 in 7 

nent. dme k Jil 4 S981 $2:69:6 BS" 
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e bs 
His well-founded hopes are by Providence bleſs'd,, 
Aud on it's protection with co fidence' reſt : 
He whiſtles and fings as he rambles his farm, 4 
Loves innocent mirth, and he thinks it no harm; 
By bliſsful experience, tie feelingly knows 
The ſolid content that from induliry flows. 
i 6. 
Tis Induſtry's toil ev'ty comfort ſecures; 
The ſweeteſt enjoyments of Nature inſures ;; i 
Warm raiment, ſweet food, from its hand. we de-- 
rive; | 
It folters, and keeps all the-virtues alive 
It planted the roſe that yon garden adorns, | 
Where grew the rank hemlock with eee | 
thorns ;. . | 
It gives ev'ry feeling a poliſh. refin'd, ES 
And ealms-the rude paſſions, and 4 brightens the mind. 
| ** 
When cold furly fiorms of bleak Winter appear, 
The fwais that i induſtrious has nothing to fear; 
1 p | > þ | Though 
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Tbough round him proud hills are all cover'd with 
' Though ſtreams are congeal'd in the vallies below, 
With plenty well-ſaiting his humble dere. 
He cheerfully fits by the fide of his fire; | 

His moments of peace leading jocund along, 

With ftories of old, or a merry new ſong, | 


8, 
The ſkies are now bright, we repair to the field, 
Nor lags one bebind that a fickle cam wield; 
The hills and the vales ſhall reſound with our din; 
We "Il joyfully buitle ull barveſt is in; 
Or if for a moment to reſt we ſit down, 
We'll merrily jeer. the fine folk of the town, 
Who trifle their lives in dull follies away, 
| And ſee the Sun ſhine, but negle to make hay. 


/ 


| "CI | 
Thus Corydon {ang to glad hearers around, 
Loud ſhouts of applauſe bade the welkin reſound ; 
ky We 
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we now the ripe corn widely falling behold, 

Bo fell before Ax ru the Saxons of old: 

Anon the good farmer's neat maidens appear, 
They toil under loads of old Britiſh good cheer 3 
Tho laſſes are kiſs'd, then the reapers regale, 
And the ſong comes again o'er a cup of good ale. 


* 


LOVE ' 


> LOVE TRIUMPHANT.. 
$143 one Gaorghths A 
4 8 O N G. 


/ 


| 2 Io. 
D. MON, a ſlave in Celia's chaim, 
Had various efforts tried in vain 2 


To win the eruel maid}: — 


Now, penſive in the tangled grove, 
He, ſtruggling in the toils of Love, 
Calle Reaſon to bis ad. 


| 2. 
Come, god-like Reaſon! and impart 


« 'Thy nobler motives to my heart; 
4%. O! calm this troubled breaſt ;: 


* & EMS _ 


« Diſpel mad Paſſion's vain alarms, 
« And let, once more, thy brighter charms 
+4 Reſtore wy ſoul to reſt, 


3. 
« Blind Lore! thou ſource of endleſs pain, 
« Thou dream in Fancy's giddy brain, 
* Whilſt careleſs Reaſon ſleeps : 
« Caught in thy ſnare, man's high-born mind 
11. Debas'd, amongf the reptile kind, F 
« Through Folly's puddle creeps« 


— 


„Ser! I feel my foul unchain'd t 
« My farmer liberty regain'd !.,, 
« Ang Celia & nought to e.. 
10 a Reaſon! Lin for ever thine | 
. I all my future days reſign 
To Friendſhip and to thee 


5. N. 


— 


66 T 0 Eu. 


3 
« No more the dupe of female arts 
© T tear thee, Celia, from my heart! 


This heart once more my own £ 


„ clarmoare vaniſh'd all away! 


Thus, from the golden blaze of a. 
| #4 The ſhades of night are flown,” 


- 7 f a 
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Affronted thus, almighty Love 
Drew Celia to the darkling groves. 
Near Damon's lone retreat t 


* 


* 


Again the ranter proſtrate lay, 
His boaſted Reaſon breath'd' away 
In ſighs, at Celia's feet l 
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WRITTEN AT THE CLOSE OF AUTUMN, 


1778. , 


\ 


y VasN youttfal Spring, in flow'ry mantle gay, 


Led on the jocund hours of ſmiling May, 
My Muſe attun'd the joy-proclaiming ſong, 
With aged Autumn, penſive o'er the plain, 


Attempt I now the ſeatimental firain,. + -. - \? 
By ſofter feetings mov'd, the ſadden'dſcenealongs 
No cheerful ſongſier uſhers in the dan, 


No gorgeous bloom enrobes the joylefs lawn, 


No nightingale awakes the midnight hour 2 
Yet fading Nature gives the tender mind 


A mournfal bliſs, a feeling more refin'd, 


Than aught wild Mirth enjoys in May's em- 
bloſſumꝰ d bow'r, n 
3 Th' 
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8 
"Thy obſervant Bard, a devious Hermit, roves 
To vales remote, and far-ſequeſter'd groves, 
Or where wild ſurges loſh the ſounding hore & 
Whilſt from the mountains ruder gales ariſe, 
He, wiſtful, notes the ſtorm · foreboding ſkies 3 
Or hears (and drops a tear) the diſtant cation. 
roa. 0 b, auge ug ial 
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Fond of the woral drawn from Nature's lore- 
He marks the falling leaf, the landſcape hoar, 


And ruminates on all the hoaſt of youth 


Ho Summer's pride to rifling Winter yields, 
How Beauty ſpeaks, expiring un the fields, 


Jo man's unheeding ear. th*-emphatic word of 
un ai det 5 ae v3 1 


7 


Here Morning triumph'd, bright in pearly dewsy. /+ 
Hers bloom d the lawn im May's untival'd haes, = 


Here vocal groves with Love's gay carols rung; 


3 5 * The 
. % - 


 Foiriw's «i 


| The lawn's high bloom, the morn in mantle bright, 
Are loſt ; "all vanifh's from the woiirnful Gght; | 
And hufl”d the ſy van ſoumde of Joy's extatie 
tongue. 1 
would zur 
Ve flaunting Beauties, who thro? blooming youth, © 
Seldom attend the cherub voice of Tru, 
By Flatt'ry deafen'd, and by Folly led; 
Behold where once the gaudy tulip bloom'd! 
Where once the pink its ambient air perfuni'd. ! 
Where proud the lily once high rear'd its gor-- 
geous head! # 
N 
Alas! their charms are vaniſh'd all away, 
| "They glare no more in the bright blaze of day, 
Nor fruit nectareous leave in Beanty's doom; 
The wither'd ſtem, expos d to raging ſtorms, 
Alone remains, and Nature's face Jeformis, 2 
In Winter's frowning morn augments the dreary - 
WT | 3. Ye 


Cu 
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Ye Fair attend nor truſt the blooming face; 
Youth quickly flies, and beauty fades apace, 
It hardly knows the triumph of a day g 


F 


Tis Virtue's glow beſtows unfading charms, 
Its bloom divine the foul of Reaſon warms, - 
Nor thro' duration's round e'er feels the leaſt 
decay. 28 | 
. 
Behold yon apple tree with tom ring height, 
Undaunted brave the ſtorm's collected ſpite, 

May view'd it rob d in Beauty's bloomy veſt ; 
Each loaded branch, with fruit ambroſial grac'd, 
Now glads the fight, now charms th? extatic taſte ; 

Chief of ſurrounding woods in real worth con» 

6 
10. ; 
Thus, Delia, thy ſweet innocence of youth 
Produc'd the fair, the ripen'd, fruits of Truth, 
Of dove-eyed Goodneſs, and a taſte refin'd, 
* $7 x 


— 


By Reaſon cultur'd in thy feeling heart, 
The growth abundant ſprings-in ev'ry part; 
And Truth's eternal bloom enrobes thy beau- 
' teous mind. 


: 11. 
Come, lovely Maid, and with thy thoughtſul ſwain, 
View Nature drooping on the wither'd plain i 
Bleak Winter ſoon will ev'ry ſcene deform; 
Will bid its rage through ruſtling thickets fly, 
Bid chilly ſnows on Earth's cold boſom lie 3 
Chain up the purling brook, and urge along the 
ſtorm, 
: | 12. 
Yet ſhall the joyful Spring again return, 
And bid reviving Nature ceaſe to mourn, 
May's bloom awaken from the teeming earth ; 
See, Delia, ſee, this picture of that day, 
When the rapt ſoul breaks through this cage of clay, 
Springs up to life again in a celeſtial birth. 
| * 13. Though 


| | TTT 
Though Grief and Pain may cloud our wintry day, 


Whilk thro? this life, this deſart bleak, we fray, 

- Yet Hope attends us, band in hand with Peace; 
Sweet Hope ! that healer of the bleeding breaſt, | 
Leads her meek vorries to the calm of ret, 

Smiles in the humble heart, and bids all ſorrow 

ci 2 . 
eee | 
Ip | Why feat we Death ? why wiſh its long delay ? 
. Death kindly bears us to thoſe realms of day, | 
5 | Whence Anguiſh flies, and ne'er returns again: 
Calm Reaſon ſmiles, and hails the bliſsful hour, 
That frees the ſoul from erting Frailty's pow'r, 
From all her earth-born ills of Folly, Grief, 
and Pain, 5 | 
1 
| Let balmy Hope anticipate the joy 
| That ſhall eternally our thoughts employ, 
£4 ' When, in thoſe manſions of the bleſs'd above, 
wy N | We 


„ as 


We meet our friends, releavd from death and pain, 
One common Friend unites us all again, | 

Whoſe ſinile is endleſs Peace, and everlaſling == 
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From Dafydd ap Gwilym, a With 4 woe file 


| T H E Charmer of n. Monas's * Ifle, 


Too conſcious of a ſinful mind, 


f * Mona,] the Ile 2 
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HE FAIR PILGRIM; 


% 


b 


- 


about the Tear 1350. 


/ 


—_— wa.” War 


With Death attendant on her ſmile, 
Intent on pilgrimage divine, | 
Speeds to Saint David's f holy ſhrine; 


And hopes ſhe may forgiveneſs tind. 
What haſt thou done, thrice lovely maid ? 
What crimes can to thy charge be laid? 


25> 
FF 4 - 


* Davy] was, in thoſe times, reckoned the tutelary 
Sali of Wales. 
Didſt 


N 2 (3 "+4 

4. 4 
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Didit thou contemn A* ſuppliane Poor, 
Drive helpleſs Orptiats from thy door, 
Unduteous to thy parents prove, 5 
Or yield thy Es to lawleſs Love ? 


— Andi bu 
163 4.43 yam as 


. Oy 
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No, Mon vid, ve; thy gentle breaſt - 5 0 
Was form'd to pity the Diftreſs'd; jon 
Has ne'er one thought, one feeling known, Sap . 
That Virtue could not call her own 75 | 85 
Nor haſt thou caus'd a parent's pain 8 
Till quitting now thy native plain. 4 cs A 

Yet, lovely nymph, thy 2 purſue, vg | t | 
And keep repentance Full i in view; N 8 3 
Yield not thy tongue to cold refrain, . 5 ö 
But lay thy ſoul before the gaint; N at 
Oh ! tell him that thy lover As: 33 
On Dad N cold Be ite Boos 
Murder'd by thee, relentleſs madd. 51 
And to th” untimely grave — d. | x | 2 | vi, 

Yet ere he 's number d with the a6 | 
Fre yet his lateſt breath is fled; _ 1 


: E 2 Con- 
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Confeſs, repent, thou cruel Fair, 


And hear, for once, a Lover's pray 'r, : b 


So may the Saint with ear benign, 
Sweet Penitent, attend to thine. | | 6 Wh. 

Thou ſoon muſt over Max A* ' 893 : | 
May ev'ry current ſoftly flow, | . 


| Thy little bark ſecurely glide 


Swift o'er the calm pellucid tide ; | 
Unruffled be thy gentle breaſt, 


Without one fear to break thy reſt, 


Till thou art ſafely wafted o'er, . 
To bgld Azvonta's + tow'ring ſnore. 
O! could I guard thy loyely form 

i 


Safe through you deſart of the florm t, 


\ 


MN,] the frith or channel dividing Aagleſea from Car- 


: obire, - FRE RA WA 
+ Arvonta,] Carnarworſbire, 


t Deſart of the Form,] the Swwden Mane in Carnarvon- 


eine tare e 


- of [ 
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Where flercely tage ebebunt' ring gales, 
And whirlwinds rebd th? affrighted vaſes: 
Sons of the tempeſt, etafe to blo r,, 
Sleep in your cavern'd glens below ; 
Ye ſtreams that, with terrific found, 
Pour from your thouſand Hine around, "1 , 
Ceaſe with rude elamours to diſmay 
A gentle Pilgrim on her way. 
Peace! rude TI a#tu Mawe *; no longer urge 
Oer thy wild ſtrand the freeping ſurge 3 AT 
| "Pix" Moxyr on thy beach appears, „ 
| She dreads thy wrath—ſhe owns her fearsy 
O! let the meek repentant maid 


* u- TR. Mans] Ade, Greet Strand), in Conerens 
Sire, nated for its. quickſands, and, the Wasen dowing of hs 
tides 3 the paſſage over it is very dangerous, and not to. be at- 
ternpted without 2 guide, which, however, the . a 
Davan's didin thoſe days. | 


E 3 Taazxrn 
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Taazru Bycuan e, check thy dreadful ite; 
And bid thy foamy waves retire z 3 1 
Till from thy threat aing dangers freedd, 
My charmer trips the flow'ry mead. 
Then bid again with ſullen roar, Sh 14; 7 5 oY 


Thy billows laſh the ſounding ſhoree. 
ARNO f, from thy rocky bay, 


Drive each terriſhc ſurge away : duties 9 oli 4 
Though luft beneath thy billows lie = hem | 
Coon pony COR ARG. vii 0 


- . m 
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* Nast Brenan] fee in ueber, a plac 


equally dangerous. 555 1734019997 Aattt $03 


+ A250, a dangerous rocky — 

t Proud fanes that once aſſail'd the ſly.] . 
ſenny country on this coaſt, called CauxAE 'A GwWwatHTLop (i. e. 
the towranb Cawron), was, about the year 500,  otbrfiown 
by the ſea, occafiotied by the careleſſneſs of thoſe wlio kept the 
floodgates ; as we are informed'by Taft the fitmdus Bard, 
in a oem of his ſtill extant. There were, it Ie Kita, ly 
n a great number of villages, and Patatus ef flodte- 


men, 


8 
33 1 


1 — 
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Daſh'd by thy foam, yon ve ſtal braves, 1 921092 
The dangers of thy burſting waves. 
OI Craic *,. ſee my lovely fair u 01 
Conſign'd to thy paternal care: 0 
Rebuke-the raging ſeas, and land: //::- | Fas 48 
My Mon vis on yon friendly trüb. 
DrssYnN1 4, tame thy furious ti ds. 
Fix d at thy ſouree in peace abide ; tw. Aid wtf 
She comes—O | due bes wht de 1197 
The charmer of ſweet Mona's Ife. abs 
So may thy limpid rills around,. 1 
Purl down their dells wi ing und, | 


—_———————— 2 
No GARANKIR, 2 petty Prince of che country, There were ] 
lately (and T believe are ill) to be ſeen in the ſands of this bay, 
large ſtones with inſcriptions on them, the characters Roman, 
but the language unknown.—This diſaſtrous circumſtance is re- 
corded by many other ancient Welſh Writers. 0 | 

®* Cynic.) The patron Saint of the Welch mariners. | - by 

+ Dyssvynn.] A river in Merionethfbire, running a 
EP =_ | Sport 
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Sport on thy both: and diſplay ./' 
+ Their cryſtal to the glitt ring day; 6 19: FN 1s 


| Nor ſhriak from Summer's parching ſan, 
Nor, chain'd in ice, forget to run. 


So may thy verdant marge along 


| Mzszvinia's * Bards in raptur d ſong wb 


Dwell on thy bold majeſtic ſcene, | 


Huge hills, vaſt woods, and vallies green, 


Where revelꝭ thy. enchanting ſtream, 
The Lover's haunt and Poet's theme. 


Thou, Drvi t, dangerous and _ 


oa begs of ooze unrufled leep; - 


Oer thy green wave my Men vid f file | 


. 
Charm 


% MtaNννjm, J: Muri... 

+ Dyvi.] A large. rivers. dividing: Merianahire:from: C- 

t My Movin ſail). It was.ufugl for thoſe (even females) 
who went from North Wales on pilgrimages to St, Da vidꝰe to: 
paſs the dangerous ſtrands, and ſail over the rough bays, in 
| | | flight 


. 
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Charm'd with her belies watk her oer 
To fam'd Czrgbic's * wond'ring ſhore. | 
Foamy Rax Dior +, rage no more : 
Down thy rocks with etho'd r roar ; 
Be ſilent, YsTwY Ti +, in thy meads, tos 
Glide ſoftly through thy peaceful reeds ; ; 
Nor bid thy dells rude Ax non ˖ ring, 
But halt at thy maternal ſpring ; | | 
Hide from the nymph, ye torrents wild, 5 5 
or wear, like her, an aſpect mild 8 
For her light ſteps clear all your ways; 
0, ligen! "tis a Lover pere! 


flight coracles, without any one to guide or aſſiſt them; ſo firmly / 
were they perſuaded that their adored Saint, as well as Cynic, 
the ruler of the waves, would protet them in all dangers See 
the note in p. 77. | | 
» ric. ] An ancient Prince, from whom Ceredigion 
{ Anglicd, Cardigan) derives its name. 

+ Ruzpriol, YsTwWY TH, and AzroN, rivers in Cardigans 
fire, 6". "0 | N 
| E 5 ©. Now. -- 
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Now Wr ſerener Wes, | 8 


Where ſofter beauties charm her der, 
She Tzivr's * verdent region rover, 


Views flow” ry meads and penile groves; 


00! 1 


Ye lovely ſcenes, to Moavry' $ heart, 
Warm thoughts of terdemeß impart, | 


þ # > I : F 


Such as in buſy tumults roll, 


- 


When Love's confuſion fills the ul. | 
Her wearied ſtep, with awe profound, 
Now treads Max vis 8 + honour'd ground, 


| At 
, 5 | 
* Tais. A large river dividing the counties of b 
and Pembre ke. + 
+, Msnzvia.] In Welſh Mynyw, the ancient city of Sr. 
David's, in Pembroteſbire, The pilgrimages to this place were, 
in thoſe times, eſteemed ſo very meritorious, as to occaſion. the 
following proverbial rhyme i in Welſh : E 
Da, i Rufain wwwaith, og i Fynyw PE 5 
Ar un e 
And in Latin: 
Roma ſemel quantum, bis dat Menevia tantum. 
' on, Would 
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At David's ſhrine now, lovely maid, Sort 
Thy pious oriſons are paid; /- - 7 - | 
He ſees the ſecrets of thy breaſt, 
One ſin, one only, ſtands conſeſs d,. 
One heinous guilt, that, .ruthleſs, gays 
Thy hopeleſs Lover to the gte. 
Thy ſoften'd boſom now relent s.. 
Of all its cruelty repen to, 91 8 
„rod stan d ily un 
Would haughty Popes your ſenſes bubble, 
And once to Rome your ſteps entice 

Tis quite as well, and ſaves ſome trouble, 

| Go viſit old Saint Tafy twice. 

The Welſh Bard's moſt reſpectſul compliments to their infat- 
ble Holineſſes the Pop xs of all ſects and denominations (for 
ſuch there certaialy are), and bopes they will pardon bim for 
not giving a cloſer verſion of the good old Man's jingling line; 
aſſures them that he has not taken greater liberties with it than 
what they daily take with the Bible (and indeed with all u 
in general), well-knowing that it will not fully anſwer their 
laudable purpoſes without a little decent perverſion. 

E66 + - Gives 


- 
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Gives to Remorſe the fervent figh, nn 
Sweet Pity's tear bedews thine eye A 
Now Love lights up its hallow'd fire, 
Melts all thy heart with ehaſle deſire: 
Whilk in thy ſoul new feelings burn, 
O! Monvip, to thy Bard return; 5 
One tender look will cure his pain, 
Will bid him riſe to life again, 
A life like that of Saints above, 
Extatic joy, and endleſs love. 
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Is 
VV book - poring pedants, by learning made ſools, 
Whoſe ſrulls are well-uff'd with the rubbiſh of 
ſchools, © 

Ye boaſt your old ballads that claſſics ye call, 
Your Homers, your Virgils, your devil and all 
True, ye know Greef enough to make any dog fick, 
Nor leſs are ye {kill'd in the cant of Oli Nit; 
But, how does it happen ? ye conſtantly prove 

Mere dunces indeed in the language of Love. 
| 3 EY © 


282 —ů —-— 2 = 


. 
\ 2 — . gy 1 I, on. 7 
— — = 
* 
- * 


A tatter' d Oxonian I t' other day met, 


if Duns or Bumbailiffs occaſion'd my ſighs, 


| oa harrow'd my ſoul, drew the blood, from my 


Ia my way an abſurd aſtronomical aſs. 
Bo: pee pd at the ky through a queer-ſalbion'd glaſs; 


* 


” - 
- .* 


One of thoſe that make books (T was quite in a pet), 
He was filching from Horace old thoughts for a dong, 
Where through the green wood I walk'd penſive 

along ; D e 4 


He look'd wild around him, and aſk'd- with ſur- 
prine, EE WATTIA Wo 


But I ſought my dear Phillis, and flew from the grove, 
Alas! the poor Seab knows but little of Love. | 
2. 9 it 1-135: 8 15 8 3 1 7 


Once forc'd 1 charwer 3 to part, 


heart; anale 3200] We DI, 200% rode 


He ſaw my ſad looks, and the briny tears run. 
And ſuppos'd, 'cwas by Gazing, like him, at the 
Sun; gn ui beni hu T1563 

8 At 
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At the San! yes, you block-head, bait tht hore, | 

Twas a brighter by far, the bright eyes of my Love. 

One morning i in in May, a as 1 walked by the au. 

That tinkles along near the ſoot of yon hill, 

Gay Spring bloom'd en how ſerene the ſweet , 
1 0 | 

And, weeping, I with'd my dear Phillis was 3 77 

When a booby old Botanif, haunting the place, 

Through a pair of broad ſpectacles ſtar d in my N 2 

This eye-/ced, quoth he, will your anguiſh remove 2 Y | 

'Twas a weed-monger”s tale; that knew nothing of 

e uk 1224 80h HA 
; | | 8. 

As ſaunt'ring laſt night in the pine · ſnaded walk, 
Where often Im bleſs'd with my charmer's dear 0 
| talk ; | * | <0 
I long'd to behold her, look'd anxious around,. 4 

But my fair-one, alas! was no where to be found ; 
A 
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| nude, aſks, if I wept, figh'd, and Ai 
Like i e dance; for the whims of mankind 7 
A Philoſopher you! that's amazing, by Jore! 
And ignorant thus of the nature of Love. 
fy ago 

In q glade far-ſequefter'd, as lately retir'd, | 
I wept the ſad abſence of her I admir'd ; . 
When a ſon of old Cu came hobbling that way, 
And, like other dull ſots, wanted ſomething to ſay; 

He afk d me, obſerving my tears and my ſighs, 
If a lachrymal ius fiooded'my eyes ? 

Alas, the poor Docher / "twat eaſy to prove 

Ils heart never felt the keen Jancet of Love. 
| . 

As, weeping, I paſs'd by the chureh t' other day, 
In ſearch of my Phillis who rambled that way; 
I EIN taken to taſk by a preaching old prig, 
"Tas a dle cb ien Priet, in a ful bottom d wigs 
He of faſting and pray'r made a wonderful din, 
And hop'd, he pretended, I wept for my fin ; 


But 
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But how can, he claim thoſe emen 
That's-ngt of the. faith and religion ob. Lb. hol 
0 Han Mold Mn g bel 3 oy 

Drew me out of the parlour my tears toiconctal 

When a grizzly old Alchymift meets me, and cries, 

* You ve been toiling in ſmoke, I perceive by your 
6« eyes” .. Los Hed | 

His Philo/epber's fone turns a brick-bat to gold, 

Yet Love's nobler e ens A0 he er could unfold; 

But I flew to my charmer, we met in the grove, 

And join · d ſoul to foul in th endearments of Love, 
| 9. | | | . 

Huſb, Pedants, be mute l you may think me quite 

Becauſe I dare thus on your ſtudies intrude ; 

But quit this dull farce, your poor college fri-. 

And ſtudy the charms of a pretty girl's face; 

The 
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The tender erpreſfonb of ov tatbPa'eyir; bur 10 
And conſtrue the language of heart-ſpeaking film; 
Do this, and your learning to wiſdom improve, 

And you ll own that true knowledge ii nothing but 
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blossen. 
And ſadly droops Merit when Envy purſues z 
Good Nature too ſaddens if croſv'd.in her views. _ 


Fi 


Dias nd keen Wat will ans ry u. F 
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THE SWAIN OF THE MOUNTAINS, 


A n 


PR” ta the, Welſh Manner. 5 
Wan x ging: Felicity warbler her ba 
The foul-toudhing.qumbers hartroniouy.fiomt , / 
The moments of Gladneſs come urgent aloggy = 
And bid all the feelings of eeſtacy glqw- | 
| Thus, ceclin'd with bis lawbs on, the marge ofa 
brook, - 
The Swain of the Mountains melodiouſly ſung ; 
The ſun-ſhine of Happineſs beam d in his look 3 
Joy trill'd in the ſoutid of Kis muſical tongue. 


; 2. Far 


P 0. K M 8. * 
| | \ > Bo | 
Far down in this dale, the firſt morning in June, 
I mournfully walk d near the murmurigg rill, 

The Thtuſh in wild melody warbled his tune, 
From a gay-blooming buſh of the copſe-coves'd 
Sweet Thruſh, wilt thou leave thy green haunts in 
And fly, quickly fly, with my dolorous tale 25 
To the pride of the Lowlands, the fair one I love ? 
I'll wait thy return here alone in the vale, - 

| Zo 

Now to the wild woodlands I fly from the mead, 
And through the lone thicket I filently mours ; 
Go, Thruſh, haſte away with a Lover's warm ſpeed, 
Beneath thy loy'd hawthorn I wait thy return; | 
Now penfively rambling, aow laid on the ground, 
1 ftrive to beguile the ſad moments of grief; 
I ſearch the groen copſe and gay meadows around, 
But nothing, alas ! can afford me relief, | 

5 
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4. 
The thieket's Wild ſongller flew ſwift o oer we plain, 
Couveyid to my / Delia the paſſionate * N 
"ny anguiſh related, well pictürd r my pain, 
And bore three ſoft ſighs from my charmer 25 
8 met in haſte, yonder comes my ſweet Thruſh: 
Approach thy green arbou?, | no danyer lies here 1 
What haſt thou to chaunt on thy favourite buſh ? 
What things of 'comfort ? what 1 news from my 
dear? e 
te ne M e 46 int . 
I flew to thy Delia, ſhe ſaunter'd 2 
On her eglantine bow'r I related thy ale, 
Thy ſorrowful ditty, thy muſical race roars buf 
Attun'd her to love, —all thy wiſhes prenail'; 2 
Be cheer'd, penfive ſhepherd, no longer delay,” 
Theſe ſighs ate thy Delia's, os roſh'd on e ite | 
gale; OY * 
On pinions of Lowe to thy fair halle 2% © 
This ey ning the il meet thee far down in the die. 
* 8 <1 
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1 flew: to my nymph on the wings of deſire; | >! 
Ia her eglantine bow'r ſhe fat peinſive and fad ; © 
I kiſs'd her dear lipe, and Love's delicate fre 
Blaz'd up in our hearts, both were ſilently glad. 
Sweet Thruſh of the copſe, chaunt again thy wild tune, 5 
And let my bleſs'd fate through the vallies be 
known ; | | 
My Delia comply*d the third morning in June, ' 
The Swain of the Mountains now calls her his own, 
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In this piece many of the peculiarities of he com- 
mon ſongs of Wales are deſignedly introduced, as a 
ſpecimen of the old national manner of the Welſh 
in their Poems, and particularly in their Love-/ongt. 
Strong metaphors, wild and ſudden tranſitions, 
ſtrange, and ſometimes fantaſtical, perſonifications, 
are amongſt the charaQteriſtics of the Poetry of an- 
cient and modern Welſh Bards. It is rather remark- 
N © as 
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able, that this nationality in poetic taſte ſhould fil 
be retained unaltered, when at the fame-time the in- 
| habitants of Wales are not much, if any thing, be- 
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WRITTEN In MAY , i780, 


On Recovery from a long and dangerous Wa 


| Now tuneful 0 bloomy thorn x 
The mellpy blackbird hails the morn, * - 
With placid gleam the purple daun 
Unveils the beauties of the lawn, 
Through dewy dales and waving groves, 
The vernal breeze unruffled roves. 
Delicious Health! I range the vale, 
And breathe once more thy balmy galez 
'Scap'd from the wrathful fangs of pain, 
I view, rejoic', thy ſkies again z _ 
% 
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O, Sun! with raptur'd look I ſee, 
Pa Thy fulgence beam again for me 
Thee to theſe eyes a ſtranger long, 
I Belt Gale lde in Jorful fong; 
Once more I trace the ſylvan ſcene 
Of daified feld, and thicket green; 
In lays of grateful ardour ſing, 
And join the choriſters of Spring; 


Feel tranſport thrill in ev'ry vein, 
Aſtoniſh'd that I breathe again. 

What is the boaſt of titled Watt f 
What, without thee, foul-cheeriog Health Þ E: 


Spring decks in vain her flow ry lawn, 4 
In vain her larks role up the dawn 
Though, proud of Beauty s rich exceſs, | | 
Gay Summer Wears her gorgeous dreſs, 2 
Or Autumn in profuſion pours | 
Her golden wealth, her honied , | Go p | 
| Theſe yield n joy, revolve in vain, wet 
+ To that N 8 reut wich > pains | 
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Gay Fancy feels a daily frot: 
Bright Rea/on's energies ate loſt z 2 'v 2150 2d Tl 
Love's rapture dies, it's warm delight -© 3-12 mo17 
Flies woful from the'ficken'd fights / (2 obim 07 
The Mu/e, from all her pleaſures torun; (te 
Her ſtrain forgets, and droops forlorn :; 
Sidi brings her teas of Erie, e 
But weeping friecild yds leg 4nimoold o 
Where vanquiſh'd Paticact vents her brei 
In woful ſighs that call for Dean. 1 
What Angel fings with heaw'nly voice? / 
What bids my wond'ring ben qaniit no“ 
Entrancing Health ! tis thy return 
My plaints are huſh'd, I ceaſe to mourn 55 a 0'T 
Joy blooms around, thy ſmiles inpart 


Extatic feelings to my heart: 1 284 
Of eaſe, of comfort; re-poſſeſing;" /** 71151 bak 
What thrills of gladneſs fill wy breaſt | E721 
I muſe impaſſion'd on thy charms, | 
And court thee wiſtful to my arme: 


* 
% 
be . 
F 2 Obey 
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, Obey thy laws, and tes lor las; 


The paths. of cool Sling 
From cates of Juxary refrain q 

No midnight bowl ãnflames m brain; 
My garden ſtores, wy dreamlet nigh, ö | 

Can well thy ſanctian d board fupply ; - 

Immers d in cryſtal waves I eck 

The blooming roſes of thy cheek; | 

I daily meet thy golden dann, 

Imbibe thy breezes on the lawn, . - 
Climb, rugged figepyy and often tread 
Von ſunny mayntajn's ancient head, 
What time the lark farſakes the plain, 
To mount the fies in merry wein; 

What time the milk-maid in the vale 

Sings tuneful as the nightingale; 

And hears her lays in echo'd ſwell, 

Re-warbled through the vocal dell, 

Doſt thou preſcribe the tailing hand ? 

I will obey thy bleſs'd command 


V3) | H, And, 


9 


And, where yon prickly thiſtle grows, 


Will rear the peach, and plant the roſe |- , 
Or feed my flocks, a {ylvan {waing  - [oye 
Inglorious on the peaceful plain; 112 
Will riſe before th? autumnal San, Wax 0 
To range the fields with dog and gun 5 
Attentive watch the peep of morn, EY 
To chace the fox wich hound and hom ; 
In mirthful, innocence reſort | : 
To manly feats of rural ſport : = 
With nerve elaſtic, ſtrength renew d, 
And all thy foes, bright Health, ſubdu'd, 1", 1, 
The purple flomd ſhall ficeam alert 1 
Through all the channels of my heart; 
| Through ev'ry limb-untainted roll, 
And give new vigours to the ſoul. 50 bak 
When comes DejeQion's feeble thonght,, -. 

With liſtleſs Melancholy fraught, - -, 

I quit fad muſings, and attend 

The ſocial. converſe of a friend; 

v7 : 7 # Bid 
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Bid watchful Ren Chsee be ber 
Of fancy'd evils from my breaſt's 
The cheerful Muſe, with Wotlüng e n 
Shall purge the venom from my heart 1 1 
o, Health ! her fervid feelings bus 
To celebrate thy bleſi d return; 
Sweet is her taſk in raptur'd lay 
| To fing of anguiſh flown away'y ST | 
by EY To Heav'n's bigh gates,-in grateful ſong 5 | 
She rolls her gladden Copy along; 1 
Bids her ſeleed numbers ss. a 
With Joy'n redundance, to the ſkies, 
To Him who fiay'd my parting breath, - 
Who drew me from the gorge of Death 
Who quench'd the ſcorching flame of Pain, a 
And long-loſt Health reftor'd again 3 
Whoſe goodneſs heard my groan of Grief: 
Whoſe hand of Mercy brought relief, 
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INSCRIPTION IN A GROTTO, - 
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TO THE MEMORY OF THE LATE 
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I x emulative inis let otber tell | 
What Britain loſt, when her Great Cuarnani fell l 
Here Grief unſeign'd, to Flatt'ry ne'er a e. 
Retires to weep in this ſequeſter'd cave : 

And, whilſt his glories fill the trump of Fame, 

On this eternal and inſcribes his NAME. 
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Sentiments on the Shea 3” 4 


OO WRITTEN IN 1999. 
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„ Kave 10 0 Party, Biget to no Se,” Anoy, . : 


* 
1. 


You aſk, my dear friend, what Religion I chuſe, 


What modes of belief I profeſs ; 
For wanting Religion, I grant the Muſe 
Is depriv'd of her beautiful dreſs, 


* 


4 
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2. Tis 


r u ua 
. 
"Tis not that Religion impos'd on mankin d 
By Poper, erafiy Knoves, and Old Nick 3. _ 
A ſpurious Religion, that darkens the mind - 
That cankers the foul to the quick. _ | 
| N 5 | 
The Muſe that from Heaven derives her high birth, : 
Recalls her employments above; : 
Believing, eh harms goer pact ce 
The Cafe Religlas of Jays; in M130 
4 
No creeds can this priefle/ Religion define, | 
It baffles all hwwon controul ; A 
But dwells in the Con/cience, a fervor divine, 5 
To ze and illumias the ſoul. 

By the Great Pie of Ream, "tin mark Quoiey nam dr | 
I firive its bright beauties to ſcan | 
"Tis Glory to Ged, and, as Angels proclaim dt. 
'Tis Peace and Goad-will towards Man, A 

Fs | Far © 
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6. 
| Far ſpreads the Religion of Av/rice and Prism, 
From the Hauri high-roftrum it rings; 
Tis Prieficraft in grain, its dominions are wide, 

| Well-caſtled by Bis and Kings, © 
Ca 7: RN 
Where find we the realm where Chriftianity rules? 
| Where it's code of 'Benevolence binds ꝰ 
The dofttines of Love are made, ſadly the tools 
Of ſelfiſh mlt ind e 0 d 
8. : 5 
Let Bis preach up what tied hath cg, 
And Falſboad promulge her decrees; | 
Be mine the Religion to act a 1 ought, 6 
Whilſt hypocrites act as they pleaſe. ©. 
; 1 8 | a 
In Humility' vale I will hide from the ſtorm, 
From Folly': vile minions apart 
What FJufice requires I will ſtriye to perform, 
And Mercy ſhall-dwell-in my heart. 
WA > * 0. The 
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10. 5 

The pupil of Inuscenst, Friendſbip, and Peace, | 
My ſoul with Benevolence fraught ; 

This life I will ſpend, and in M Iſdom increaſe, 

And Reeſon hall govern my thought, 


The viclims of .Serrew ſhall call me their friend, 
I feel, aud partake, of their woe; 

To the whole byman race my l {hall extend, L | 
And Ill wiſh I had more to beten. 

70 85 12. 

Though injur'd by villaing, . Fortune may y fromn, | 

I'll patiently bear with my lot; | 

Let Gold.be the miſer's, Content is my own, - 

And Vanity flies from my cot. Fe 
| 2 1 885 

Thus 1 II live and be good, and not envy the Great 
8 What pleaſures they borrow from art; | 

They may think what they pleaſe, but Ambition'sa chear, 

That hardens and cankers the heart. | 

\':9> MS 15 14. Harm- 
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| 14. 
Harmlefs Artz, now and then, ſhall a moment eib. 
ploy © eee eee 
With a friend o er a temperate glaſs ; 
What 's l in pleaſure I II fearleſs enjoy, 
As through this dark lab/rinth I paſs. | 
| The day will ſoon come to reſign up my breath, 
And Faith now directe me the road | * 
To paſs through the vale, the deep ſhadows of Death, 


To Virtue eternal abode, 
Nerd 
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T o-morrow, fas Dick, 1 II caft follies away 3 
rorſake ev'ry vice ; my vile habirs repreſs: 


But make, my good friend, a beginning to-day z 
If Eving to-morrow thy work will be les. 
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WRITTEN I 1778. 


Kt 
B EWARE of Love, ye gentle fiains, 
That woful bane. of reſt : 
Its madden'd hope, its poignant pains, 
Will ſorely grieve the breaſt. 


\ 


20 
With foul fincere I once ador'd 
A ſelfiſh, artful, maid : | 
And, by blind Paſſion ern 
ROY thought my love re- paid. 


EO EM 8. nn 
ERS 
Love's tender look the well could eig, 161 
| Aﬀect its melting tone 
And thus deceiv'd a firpple ſwain 0 
| Whoſe heart was all her. un. 
; * | 1 
This rural cot I ſtrove to . | | 
My little flock improv'd; 
Fix'd err thought, with anxious care, 9501 .g12-1 
On her I dearly lov d. n 
5. 
This orchard owns no rival nigh, 
Tons planted for her ſake; *y" e Hb. 
The wiſh to pleaſe-my-charmer's exe 
Kept all my ſoul awake. 0 | 
| | % 
But Lubin came, and quaintly told 
His tale with ſtudious art: | A 
Then ſhew'd « purſe well-<ctamm'd with god, 
| And won my Celia's heart. le ta off 


b'g 7. Adore 
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no 
Be rich, and hug thyſelf; e 
Thou ſoon wilt feel thy heart betray's 
By that vile miſer's pelf. F 1 25 
wick —_ 
My partial Muſe, with effort warm, C 
Made thee the darling theme; | 
I ſaw thee deek'd with ev'ry charm 
In Love's beyitching dream. 
2 9 
How have I gar d on thy bright eyes ! 
With tranſport felt thy kiſs ! 
| How did my ſou in thee comprize 
| The whole of earthly blits! 
. T 10. 7 
| Chang'd in a moment; thou, by ſtealth, 
Art in old Lubin arms 
Haſt made, for pomp and ſordid wealth, 
A fale of all thy charms, p 
= | | 11. Wrong'd 


* O 


rt 


Wrong'd haſt thou/thiry an honelt heart; 
* 

Where, front bod, bei her puny”; # 5 
The ſtream unſullied lou Wm 


12. 
Soon ſhalt thou mourn thy joyleſs fate, 
Thy worthleſs choice deplore, 
Shalt weep forlorn, but weep too late; 
Love's day returns no more. 
Lubin's cold heart yields no relief 
When cares thy boſom gall ; 
But all true lovers mock thy grief, 
And triumph in thy fall, 
3 
Whilſt, cur'd of Love's fantaſtic woes, 
Wiſe Colin lives at rel ; 
In Reaſon finds a ſoft repoſe, 
And comfort fills his breaſt 


| 
' 


Enjoys in peace the ſhepherd's life . eb, 


. 


IS+ 


And, free from) wealth's atteudant, Arie, 


He lives a rural ſwain ; 


Inglorious on the plain. 
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VIETJEISAIY OAT Bean 
EPITAPH ON A POET. 


1 * 5 _” R 
NW. 
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H ERE let a Bard unenvied reſt, * 
Where no dull Cy dares moleſt: 1 
Eſcapꝰd from the familiar curſes mr ta, 
Of threadhare coat and empty R 1! K * of 
From rough Bumbailiffs, threat uing Duns, 

From ſtupid Pride: deteſted ſons, | 

From all thoſe peſb ring ills of life ; 

From worſe than all—A ſcolding wife, = 


"A WELSH 


16% F dE N „ 


A WELSH PROVERBIAL RHIME, 
Common in Glamorgan, 
P; | 2971 _— Vad n 301 4 211 
AN glywer y Mar yn exochlefoin yu fia, 920 41 7 
Ar cwmwl yn dew am ben Caſtell Renin. 
Os gwir yr hen ddiateh mae cawad-o wd 1 © | 
Yo magu's yr wybren, ad ſyrthiad getllane | 


8 . 4 4 a . * , 
— 0 . 
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1 1 ANSLATION. 
Which Mr. Gros has thus introduced is bis Ae; 
of Penlline Caftle, in Glamorgan. Vol. VII. p. go, 


« Penlline, like diverſe other elevated ſpots, affords 
& a kind of prognaſtic for the weather, ſpecified in the 
% follewing werſes.” 
WHEN 


N Q; ET M 8. 817 


WHEN the hoarſe waves of Severn are ſcreaming 
. aloud, | 

And Penlline's lofty caſtle s involy'd in a cloud, 

If true the old proverb, a ſhower of rain 

Is ——C ao 


Penlline Caftle i is the Property of Miſs Gw1wNeTTE, 
* has lately built an clans new houſe, in the caftle 
fiile, cloſe to the ruin. She * flown her good tafte 
in not demoliſhing the old l fame of the walls of 
which are conſtructed in the manner of the old Raman 

aualls of SEGONTIUM, by the Town of CABRNAR vox. 
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5 1 the « as Wb 3 of Day 


— * \ *. : 
4% 5 
To whers yon lofty mountain 
Abends with eaſy ſwell, 
Whence many a eryſtal fountain, . 


Runs purling down the dell . 
Whilſt from yon Eaſt the morning 
Calls forth its purple charms, 

From foreign ſhores returning, 


I fly to Sally's arms. 
»C & 4%. £ * 


* 
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* K M & 
Through midnight's gloomy ſaõ]7Enu⸗ꝛ' 07 
1 fore'd wy labour*&wayid 1077 11 bus! 
With cager haſte, bnucrig - beiten: 
n 
A foe to long del: 
Now joyful in the meado-mmg;ößo 1 
Where ſmiles the Jovely Maß nad T 
| With choral ſong, . e*2ii99: 


The pinionꝰd throng. 
| 2% 
The blackbird's mellow chaunting 
Would fain detain my feet; 
But, where my Sally 's wanting, 


No bliſs can be complete. 


Ye flow'rets of the valley, A 


My fighs are not for you; 
I'm haſtening to my Sally, 
And bid your ſweets-adieu. 
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No pleaſures from my faitaſt ot 
Can lead my thoughty aſtray : 
Th' enamel'd ground. 


b 1 [ 
* 
The groves around. 

Enrob'd in Spring's ara: 41 A 

I ſoon ſhall meet my degreſ t.. 
Then, Grief, thou muſt a D 
When Love ſupplies, | e du 

From her ſweet eyes, 

My brighter break of dm. 
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WRITTEN IN 1777» 
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BIE Ak winter comes with wrathful roar. 

| Exclude the tyrant ! ſhut the door, 

And let us blunt his nipping gale 

With blazing bearths, with ſparkliog ale, 

Aud lead the ſullen hours dong 

With tale of old and mirthful ſong, 

No feather'd fongſter tunes a lay, 

To cheer the ſhort, the joylels, day 3 - 

Yon mournful blackbird mopes alene.. 
Has quite forgot his mellow tone s & 
How mute you linnet on the thorn ! 

No joyous lark ſalutes the morn ; 
Ya. 0 „ 
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| The tech · owl tells her doleful tale 

| Where warbled once the nightingale ; 

Wild geeſe with clamours fill the ſky, 

Their clank proclaims the tempeſt nigh ; 

| Swans, fearful of the polar gales, 

N Seek ſhelter in Silurian vales * ; © 

| The ſea-gull in the meadow ſcreams, 

| | And wood-cocks haunt lone thicket- ſtreams; 
Rude winds from hills Brigantian + blow, 


And from their pinions ſhake the ſnow ; 
Whilſt trembling ſtars, intenſely bright, - 
Pour all their fulgenee on the night ; 


— — — ũ—b—ᷓ—ͤ— ꝗãP— — — ——- ̃ — 
0 C 
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The breeze with gellid rigour teems, 
And turns to rock the languid ſtream, * 


1 * = ” 
: þ # -4 128294 * » [ 


*. Seek ſhelter, in Silurian ol,] In bend Winters the Vale 
of Glamorgan (part of the ancient Siſuria/ is frequented by many 
ſwans, from whence, I believe, is unknown. "They Gaze 


depart when the froſts are over: e 20870! 2p e. 
+ Hun Brigantian;] \Briganium: was the ancient name of 
the Northern parts of England. PRICES | 


Whill, 
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Whilt, from its fount on yonder hill, | 


The village boys with morn awake 


To trace the ſurface of the lake, 
And, thoughtleſs, run at paſſion's call, 


In ſlippꝰry paths, where many fall: 2 


The juſt reſemblance let me ſean; 
'Tis raſb defire, unthinking man: 


Though ſeeming joy thy wiſh attends, 


The fell deceit in ruin ends, 


Obſerve yon-prattling liſper ſtrain, - + 


To roll the ſnow-ball o'er the plain: 
So miſers heap, with ſore turmoil, 
What never can re-pay their toil, 


With health redundant in his look, 
Yon ſturdy farmer blows his nails, 
And his unluckly lot bewails, 


Not deſtin'd, like the drunken *ſquire, 


To lounge before the parlour fire ; 
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The terrors of a 1 — 
When ſtorms are fierce, billows rude, 
canſt Wirth 

Tho with 
u 5 ty _ age - 
With ſmiling ple ty pil 2 
: ing hearth, 
5 high thy crackling 
Pile 


ſong to roſy June. 
A cheerful 


chair, 
wy e | 
- village ſage, in ſilver d hair, 
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He was © tity Made, bs dhe 12 
Not like your Jouts of modern days z - - 
He won at wreſlling-many a prize; 2 
Could nicely box a neighbour's eyes: 
And, twas allow'd by all the town, 
Could fairly drink a Pax/on down. 
Thus, oddly thus, we graſp at fame, 
Puff to the world an odious name. 
How little is it underſtood, 
That, to be great, we muſt be good. 

Hark ! from yon dell what frightful ſound 
Spreads thund'ring horror all around! 
Sweet thruſh ! firſt herald of the Spring, 
| Joy warm'd my ſoul to hear thee fing; | 
What time appear'd the primroſe pale, 
Near my lone arbour in the dale ; 
Where warbled wild thy carols gay, 
Prophetic of the lovely May ; 
Now, bleeding from thy mortal wound, 
I view thee, flutt'ring, on the grounds | 1 
| 63 But 
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; | | * 
But cruelty could ne'er appall 


The ruthleſs heart. that doom d thy fall, 


Thou, that in blood canſt thus delight, 
Steel well thy ſoul, court fame, and fight, 
With well- directed eannon balls? 
Knock down ten thouſand harnileſs Gauls, 
Drink human gore, and laugh thy fil! 
At Him who ſaid, 4 Thou ſhalt mt ki. 
I, who for Britain, France, and Spain, 


Crave peace from Heay'n, and crave again, 
 Unmindful of the puffs of Fame, | 


Weep; and deteſt the'wartior's name. 
If, in life's road, it be my chance 
To meet a brother born in France, 00 


A firanger in the fangs of grief, 


Where no kind hand affords relief; 

He, though contending cannons roar, 
Shall open find my friendly door; 
And, ſpite of all that Kings command,” 


Find in my cot his native land, 


12 
44 
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My peaceful cot, ſecluded far 
From Hell- born rage of ruthleſs war. 
Nature each eruel thought repels, 
Rare is that heart where nature dwells : 
Where ſoft compaſſion is combin'd 
With ev'ry motion of the * ; 
Where genial feelings form the man 
On fearleſs Love's eternal plan, 
What midnight horrors, raging high, - 
Aſſemble in the ſtormy ſky ! 
The forky lightnings now deſcend 1 
But reſt in peace, my foreign friend; 
They thunder harmleſs oer thy head, 
Not level'd at this humble ſhed : 


No dread we feel, an anger'd Gop 
Finds here no vile Oppreſſor's rod: 
Though 'tis thy lot awhile to part 
From each dear object of thy heart, 
All Nature, at oze GREAT Command, 


Shall guard them with parental hand ; 
864 Thou 
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Thou ſhalt behold again with joy, 
Thy prattling girl, thy liſping boy; 
And, doom'd in grief no more to roam, 


Enjoy through life thy native home. 
* —— | — 
0 \ 
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DAMON'S FAREWELL: 


A.M. 


* Is 
Au I door, O! my Phillis, no more to purſue 
My 42 once allow d, in thy heart ? | 
Muſt 1 bid thee, my charmer, for ever adieu ? 
With my life's only happineſs part ? 
No tongue can, alas ! the wild agonies tell 
That rend my fad ſoul thus to bid thee forewel, 


2. 
How ſad to recall the paſt moments of bliſs, 
When thy look ſpoke thee conſtant and kind ! 
When I hung on thy lips in a rapturous kiſs ; 
A monarch, and more, in my mind ! 
BE G But 
$ 3 | 


" IP? POEM S. 
But no more muſt this heart with love's ecſtacy 
| ſwell ; | : 
| My Phillis, how eruel now bids me furt abe. 
What viſions of happineſs blaz'd on my view, 
When I, thoughtleſs, gave way to my love! 
But Phillis conſented, and ſwore to be true; 
»Twas an oath by the Powers above. 
Now fable deſpair muſt all comfort expel ; 
She gives the command, I muſt bid her . 
FR 
To apr; to weep, through life's deſart alone, 
Muſt hence be my comfortleſs fate ; 
My ſorrows unpity'd, unheeded my moan, - 
Like the turtle, depriv'd of his mate. 
O! Death! when wilt thou my deep anguiſh 
Gp? 56. : 
'Tis death, worſe than death, to bid Phillis farewel. 


| F< 5. Fare. 
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. 
FarEWEL, my dear Phillis ; may Fortune befriend 
Thy wiſhes; and wait on thee ſtill! © © 
May the joys of all Nature thy moments , 
Like flaves that ſubmit to thy will! 
On thy name hapleſs Damon will dolefully dwell, 
Whilſt, whelm'd Ons he bids —— "7 
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| F 1. * 
Warr sT the whining Lower flee | 
To ſome far-ſequeſter'd cave, 
Bootleſs there to vent his ſighs 
To the torms that loudly rave ; 


Libergy,. thy charms I ſing ; 
PIR 

Sudje& to no tyrant ſway, 

Saucy love, or deſpot king, 

\ Free as air I paſs the day 
And give ſneaking Care the fling : 
Free · born Britons, join with me; 
Tis the ſong of Liberty. 


P G EM "= 


* 
Love, tis true, deſpotie rules 10 
On Britannia's verdant plain 1 
Turns Philoſophers to fools z | n 


— 


How they bug their Gilling cbaisk 


Slaves that, ſcorning to be free, 


Boaſt their loſs of Liberty Feen ANMAITISD 


„ 4 
Ci 
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4+ 


as bas tr anent 4.420} 
Long I bore Belinda's yoke, N 


Long I ſtruggled in her toils; 
From ber gaol at laſt I broke ; | 
Freed my heart from ſore turmoils. 
A 
And am bleſs'd with Liner. 
- 5 


Soul-exalting Liberty, 
Source of peace and ſweet content, 
Nature, ever fond of thee, 
Rambles o'er thy wide extent: 


1 FO E M S. 
And the Muſe exerts her glee, 
When ſhe lings of Libery, 2teqtsb 1111 a? wood 
t en 106641 . bin ant 40 
Fill the glaſs - another ſeng.— For 
How yon Lover flioks away! . 
Bear the chorus briſk along; mice colt ws 
Mirth demands the ſportive lt. l e han 
Toait around the bliſsful wine, . 
. Lunar, and Ne 50 | "a 
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231. 
Is a 
- | 4 % 
] yor'D, within this lonely bow'r, . 


In penſive eaſe reclin'd, * 

To ſteal from care one peaceful hour, : 
With ſong to ſoothe my mind; 

An old, but yet unconquer*'d, thrill 
Deprives my thought of teſt; | 

I feel the flame of paſſion fill 
Unſmother'd in my breaſt. 


Love, bold intruder, ſince my lay 
Derives a theme from thee, | 
My bow'r approach; but drive away 

That fiend Hypocriſy : 
Come ſimple, win ys of yore, 
Untried in feats of art: 
Attend me thus, I II own thy pov; 
Admit thee to my heart; 


3˙ 


Yet there Suſpicion's careful eye 
| Shall watch thy varied wiles ; 
Nor dare, in wild'ring hope, rely 

I know thy wiſh, twas once betray'd ; 
In Falſhood's fetters eaught ; 
Though living till, it feels afraid, 
And wears the ſhield of thought. 


POEM S 


a6 
Affliction's beſt relief? 

That ſmiling chergb, from above, 
That cheers deſponding grief? 
That ſweetly deals the ſov'reign balm 
When Anguiſh tears the breaſt ? 
That can the rankled feelings calm, 

And charm the ſoul to reſt ? 


$+ 
Or art thou not, in borrow'd form, 
Tus pamper\dimp of Lad; 
Or ſpawn of Ay*rice, that vile worm, 
That feeds on filthy duſt ? 
Be gone ! the deep deceit I fear, 
Hence wing thy ſpeedy flight! 
I ſee thy cloven foqt appear, 
Though clad in robes of light. _ - 


I ſaw the vi'let of the valses 612 ue 
Expand in early bloom: 

Morn ſent abroad the fanuing gal, 
Fraught with its rich perfume 4! 2 2 / 

But, courting Noor's refulgent hour, {29903 264) 
How vapid falls thy head! dioznf: nN 

Thy tranſient ſweets; neglected low r, 

Are gone—for ever ad ©: int 21; flo bod 


b 7. 
Juſt emblem of my Celia lore ! 
Bright was its morning ray qu Iiagun 
'Twas faney d once the Turtle Do r 
But vaniſl!d ſoon away: bv 0 ehe 366 T 
Her eyes were drawn'by golden views, 
For wealth ſhe ſorely pin'd ; -' | i $0021 
And I had nothing, but the Muſe, - 2 
To pleaſe her ſelſiſi mind 


mw? 8 : 8. Say, 
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Say, Celia, whence the unuſual gloom 
That hangs upon thy brows ? | 

I ſaw thy cheek with beauty bloom, 
With Health's delicious roſe: 

He, that thy faithleſs hand-obtain'd; 
A Miſer ſorely croſa d, 

Slights all thy charms, no pelf be gain'd, 
And all his joys are loſt, 


9˙ 
Mad paſſions, that I felt with pain, 
My thoughts no longer ver z. 
Nor ſhall this boſom bleed again 
For thy deceitful ſex : 
Yet, to ſublimer love awake, 
My ſoul, with warm embrace, 
Can, in its wide expanſion, take 


The whole of human race. 
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10. 
Inſpirer of ih angelic lay, 
1 Dove · ey d Benevolence: 


I join the few that ſeek thy way, 


Warm'd by thy nobler ſenſe: 


Plant all thy feelings in my breaſts | 


Ty fervent wiſh impart : 
Of all its hidden ſprings poſſeſs'd, 
Reign Monarch of my heart. 
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THE POWER OF INNOCENCE. 


From the Welſh. | 


I favs felt the rough North, and fierce fangs of 
the froſt, . _ N 
on the bed of diſcaſe by ſharp anguiſh been toſt; 
Theſe agoniz'd nerves were once horribly pain'd, | 
When long on my fleſh the live embers remain'd ; 
A torture {till keener corroded my heart, 
From my love's darling objects doom d ſadly to part; 
All theſe have I felt, all with patience I bore, _ 
And, if Duty commands, I can ſtruggle with more: 
There 's a pain ſtill ſeverer, and bear it who can ? 
The linging reproach of a ſenſible wan; 
"Tis znoceuce can, without ſhedding one tear; 


— 


She can ſing in the flames, and triumphantly bear. 


x | 8 o- 
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From the Welſh *. 
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8 A v, why, my friend, would ſt thou perſuade 
T py Bard to quit his tranquil ſhade? 
He wells contented with his lot, 


db oa 


| Hid from the world in humble cot ;' 
And, heedleſs of the glare of wealth, | 
Finds all he wants in peace and health ; ; 
| With rm, when well-matur'd by abe, | 
To find himſelf a rural Sage. | 


e 
—— — — _ * 883... 
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» e and it is always ſo where 
no other name is given. | 


Sweet 
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Sweet Solitude has peerleſs charms, 
Where Virtue's glow the boſom. warms ; 
Where waken'd Conſcience feels no pain, 
And Reaſon breaks dull Folly's chain; 
Where Taſte informs th obſervant eye, ff ; 
That can bright Nature's charms deſery; F; 
And where the ſtrong, enlighten'd mind 
Can in itſelf ſweet converſe find ; 

Can talk with Truth, too little known, 
That in the Conſcience rears her throne. 

He, that avoids the jar of ſtrife, 

Spends here unknown his quiet life; | 5 
The Muſe, with Fancy's plaſtic pow r, $ 1 | | | 
Will viſit oft his lonely bow'rz 
Iofiru@ him in the tuneful at. 

Illume his mind, refine his heart; 

And iſdom ſhall his thought expand, 

His ſoul is all at her Command. 

His breaſt, where once wild Paſſion ford, 

Is by Adverſity reform'd ; 
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Net · d in th' erent, his grateful mind 
Adores the rod, and fands reſign'd, . 
Submits, with reverential awe, 

To gracious Heav'n's unerring law. | | 
Reſtor'd by this to mental caſe, 

He feels the lore of Nature pleaſe ;: 


And lays his head in downy reſt, 


Meek Innocence,” upon thy breaſt ; 
Yet hears, with ſorrow, from afar, - 
The madden'd world's eternal war 

dees where the blamelebs bert is brwüs 


By dire Oppreſſion's galling yoke ; 


| Where Kings, that fiend: incarnate reign, | 
With human carnage load the plain p- 


For this his boſom heaves the fh 


For this the tear ſtreams from his eye. 
O ! when ſhall man from diſcord'ceaſe ? 


. Rul'd by thy laws, thou Prince of Prote, | 


Aud own thy reign of endleſs Love, 


” 


Behold, on Afric's beach, alone, W 
von ſire that weeps with bitter moan ; 
She, that his life once truly bleſs d, 
Is torn for ever from his breaſt, 
And, ſcourged, where Britiſb Monarchs reign, 
Calls for his aid, but calls in vain ; 


His ſons, on Slov'y's ſhameleſs land, 95 


Now bleed beneath a Y3ltain's hand: 
Their writhing frames how forely gall'd ! 
Still Britene muſt be Chriſtians call*'d—" * 
Their groans the wide horizon' fill ? 


Vile Britons 4 tis your Senate will- 


I ceaſe/=thoſe cruelties affrigt 


A Muſe that hudders at the fight” > ® >: + - 
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FRAGMENT 


From the Welſh. 
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I LV weath, tet fume, thoſe at 5. 
0 8 Fate, 

q 3 Bleſs all the wiyward fon of pomp and fat 3 

| Be mine the riches of a ſoul reſin d, 

1 Tue heart benevolent, the ſpotleſs mind, 

If To Heav'n's unerring will, in humble hope, re- 
J ber. 8 
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THE DREAM, 


A PASTOR AL 


From ade Welſh. 


4 


_ 


| Is' 
An! where art thou flown, lovely dream of de- 
light? 
Thy moments of bliſs are all vaniſh'd away; 
All blended, alas ! with the deep ſhades of night; 
Why, wak'd my fond thought to thy treacherous: 
--.- wn een 
How fulgent the morn! how refreſhing. the gale! 
May's melody warbled around in the grove ; 
With Phillis-I walk'd, arm unn, oer the vale, 
Her ſmile, her ſoft look, ſpoke the language of 
8 The | 
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The loud roar of thunder, the lightning's Kerce 


gleam, 


Awake me to grief, all my bliſs was a Dream. 


In the bloom-ſpangled mantle of Beauty confeſr'd, 

May charms the rapt eyes o'er the landſcape 
around ; 

In delicate verdure the thickets are dreſs'd ; | 
Hills, woodlands, and vales, with ſweet muſie 

reſound ; | 

I ſit with my charmer beneath the green thorn, 

| Where fect Faral honed open Full to the View ; 

Or walk with our flocks through the dews of the 


_—_— 
Cares quit my glad ſoul, I now bid them adieu. 
The Muſe quickly graſp'd at the rapturous theme, 


Of happineſs ſung—but her ſong was a Dream. 


3. How 
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3. * 

How charming the fenel 'tis my favourite vale; 

Where I firſt found the Muſe in gay fancies of 
Where firſt to my Phillis I utter'd my tale 

Of paſſion, of love, in the language of truth; 
Here firſt with rapt ſoul of her beauties I ſung ; 

Here firſt for my charmer in ſolitude mourn'd ; 
I now hear, with tranſport, her faultering tongue 

Canfeſs the warm wiſh, and my love is return d. 
Ah! joy from my ſoul has withdrawn its bright 
The phantom is flown with the treacherous Dream. 

| 4. 

How lovely my Fair! how enchanting her mien! 
| How throbs wy fond heart whilſt I gaze on her 
In her all the graces of nature are ſeen; 

And all that the foul of a lover alarms : 

| H 3 ; Her 
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Her ſweet roſy lips with warm rapture I kiſs - 
I feel the ſtrong flame in my boſom ariſe : 

My thoughts are all whelm'd in a torrent of bliſe, 
My ſenſes involv'd in a tender ſurprizes | | 

Love's joys I poſſeſs in a bliſsful extreme 

"Twas a ſhade that all vaniſn d, - poſſeſs'd in a 
| e ee | 

How oft have 1 Janguiſh'd alone in this bow'r,. 

| Attempting to fly from the ſting of Deſpair? 

Sore bled my poor heart when Deſpondency's hour 
Led on the ſharp, ranklings of Anguiſh and Care: 

IV love I declar'd whilſt the witnelling tear 

Was treated with ſcorn by the pitileſs maid : 

But now ſhe relents, and my amiable Fair 
Has all my paſt grief in one moment repaid. 

No longer 1 ſtrive againſt Love's mighty ſtream : 

How glad! how n {—how "RI in & 


Dream. 


6. I once, 
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oy 6 

T once, with my flocks, iniveumbir's with cares, 

Could whillle and ung through the Summer's loug 
My roſes I cultur'd, or grafted my pears ; 

How 'paſs'd with delight my ſweet momenty 

away ! | e 

But pleaſure no longer inhabits my breaſt ;' 

My lambs, my ſweet garden, afford me no joy 
I ramble the wilds, vainly ſearching for reſt, 

And ev'ry warm thought on my Phillis employ. 
Laſt night, with the ſmile of Love's tender eſteem, 
My chariner complied—but complied in a Dreams 


7. 
My joys are all dead, and, enchanted; no more 


I gaze on my Phillis, and dwell on her charms ; 

1 Return, lovely dream, and, in pity, reſtore 

My Fair-one again to my wide-op'ning arms ; 
4 ol teing 
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O! bring her again to this nook of the vale, ' 
On Love's tender errands delightfully bent; 

And, whilſt I repeat my ſoft amorous tale, 

ane ber looks with the Guile of conlimes 

And let me, whilſt buſied on this happy ſcheme, 

Eternally fleep, and eternally dream. | 


Wo 


OR MS. 183 


nn 


From the Welſh. 


Lovs is a witd confuſion of the foul, 
' To brave its pow'r enfeebled Reaſon fails; 
The deſpot reigns with abſolute controul, 
With ſtrong enchantment ev'ry thought aſſails 2 
Where genial ſenſibility prevails, | 
Unguarded paſſions catch its ardent fire, 5 
And, fewel'd high by Hope's alluring tales, 
Inflame the wilder'd mind with ſtrange defire ; 
It leaves in joyleſs calms th* unfavour'd breaſt, 
Where ſordid ſelf locks up the callous heart, - | 
But in the tender feeling lives confefs'd | 
In viſions bright that thriiling joys impart ; 
Song ftrives to paint it, efforts vainly ſhewn, 
The wordleſs heart muſt feel, or Love caa-ne'er be 
; known. 


Hs IDEAL 
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2D 18:1 62-52... 


Ruy, beunydd yn r boi iàn Pr Byd,. 
A gado i *'mryd ynf5du, 
Ar poen, ai achos, fal y ſaethj 
0 er Lunan cacib yn lyſu. 


This world I flander, to my ſhame, 
Nor ſtrive my paſſions once to tame :- 
Sharp ills-I feel, but all, I find, 

Spring from my own unmanly mind. 


„ | 1. 

N OW darkneſs envelopes the grove, 
And dies the laſt gleam of the Weſt, | 

V\ hil& o'er the rough defart I rove, 
Indulging fad thoughts in my breaſt ; 

Nor whirlwinds that ſternly reſound, 
Nor billows that ireſully roll, 

All Winter's grim horrors around, 


Can equal the ſtorm in my ſoul. 
| 5 


| 1 


— 
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2. 


I climb the rude rocks in the dark, _ 
Till, wearied, I fall on the ground; 
On days that are flown I remark, 
Whbilſt galling reflections abound 3 
I dwell on the falſhoods of Art; FOR 
Remember the tales I believ'd ; | 
And, weeping, deplore my fond heart, 
In Love and in Friendfhip deceiv'd, yy ; N | 


3. 


All comfort is flown from my ſight, 
But Solitude's gloomy relief, 
T ramble forlorn in the night, 
To ruminate wild on my grief: 
With Memory prompting the ſigh, 
With feelings that Villainy ſmote, 


Vile man; from thy dwellings I fly | 
To the caves of the mountain remote, : | 
H 6 4 My | 


; | 4+ 
My foul with deſpondency fraught 
Gave way to thoſe phantoms of care, 
| When the Angel of Reaſon, I thought, 


Thus utter'd a voice in my car: 


« Blind mortal, what makes thee complain, 
* To Frailty thus yielding thy mind; 
« Mad Fancy creates all thy pain, 
' «4 Or Pride with wild Paſſion combin' * 


wo 
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THE LINE OF BEAUTY. 


1 one evening, invited to be of a party 
t fee the new-laid-out pleaſure-grounds of a Gentleman. 
— The walks waved regularly along the refilinear 
fences with very minute ſpirality, and croſſed the ground 
at right angler, dividing the laboriouſy levelled lawn 
into parts exaQth ſquare and equal, Clunps of pine and 
flowering ſhrubs, of fludied rotundity, beftudded the 
ſmooth. ſhaven green at regular diſtances ; and the ftiffeſt 
formalities prevailed every where. The Gardener who at- 
tended talked much of the Ling or Braury, * Curſe 
your Line of Beauty,” exclaimed the Bard. You muft 
© aurite a ſong on the ſubject, ſaid one of the Ladies. 
* By G— you muſt,” cried 5 yung Clergyman, © and 
« the Ling or Beauty muſt conclude every . ; 
* find rhymes if you can.” —* I infift upon it,” ſaid ano- 
ther Lady, * that the Reverend SWEARER ſhould have 


4 com 
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A conſpicuous place in the eng. . After an hours re. 
tirement, the Author joined, his good-bumoured company: 
with the following werſes ; | 


2 

T O view dull Faſhion” s boafted' wap 

Her formal clumps of pine, fir, 
Her frizzled walks, her painted ſeats,. 
* And all things vaitly fine, fr. 
One ey'ning on ber lawn we met; a 

I tell the ſtory true t' ye; 4 oh 
| Our Bard look'd round, and, in a pet, 
| He curs'd the Line of Beauty, 


This Bard was fare an oddity, 

Or ſomething quite as bad, fir ;/ 
At crambo rhyming who, but he ! 
We thought the fellow mad, fir, 


r 2 * 


Here f take the fong I think till ge 
His mind's uncommon hue t ye= — | 
He Faſhion hates—and, as I live, 
Lampoons her line of beauty. © 


3. 

« From empyrean realms of light, | 

© Where Vice affrighted views thee ;. . 
Look down, HocarTn, from envy'd height, 

« And ſee where fools abuſe thee— | 
« Ye, led by 74e, obſerve this walk; 

&« 'Tis dullneſs full in view t* ye ; 
« Yon blockhead's boaſt, whoſe idle talk 

« Defames the line of beauty. 


4+ 
« Ye, taught in Art's pedantic ſchools, 
« Ye ſlayes of ſtupid Faſhion, 
* Haſte ! baniſh hence your lifeleſs rules; 
8 They put us in a paſſion, 
| « Ye 
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« Ye break through Taſte, through Nature's law, 
<< They bid a long adieu t' ye ; | 

* And leave the Bard an urgent cauſe . 

Jo curſe your line of beauty, 


| Se. 
* But would ye ſtudy Nature's charms, 
% On plains Silurias greet her; 
6 She flies at P1ERCEFIELD “ to your arms, 
* On Irron's + lawns you Il meet her; 
There, haunting woods and. vallies green, 
* She il with a ſmile ſalute ye ; 
” Her fingers mark each lovely ſcene _ 
With perfect lines of beauty, 


* P1txcEFIELD.] The celebrated ſeat of Genen Sur u, 
Eſq. | 5 : 

+ ITrTonx CounT.] The feat of Jon Cunar, Eſq. The 
ſurrounding landſcapes, though of a different character from 
thoſe at PI1SRCEFIZLD, are extremely beautiful. 


6. „ Be- 
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; 6. 

« Behold yon mountain's airy flope, - 
Von winding vale romantic, | 
« Where Faney takes unbounded ſcope 3 | 
Dull Critics think her frantic z | 
« Unfetter'd there ſhe dwells with Taſte, 

« And leads her frilidly oe t“ ye ß 
« See, pencil'd o'er the flow'ry waſte, 

« Her ſportive lines of beauty. = 


7. 

« In vin ye ply this ald Au r, 2 

. Your fudied forms are teazing j 
1 ri Narvzx only wins the heart ; _s 

“Her looks are ever pleaſing ; 
t Simplicity's unrivall'd grace ' 

6 Has-charms for ever new t' ye; 
« Then view ſweet Anna's lovely face, 

« And bleſs the line ef beauty. | 

6. 1 


ow 
* 
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8. 
«] heard the naughty Parſon ſwear, 
„ The Ladies made wry faces ; 
« He from that practice muſt forbear, 
% An oath his cloth diſgraces z 
« Avoid th? infectious touch of Sin, 
4% Its venom will pollute ye | 
in Sweet Happineſs is found within 
The Cugiar: AN line of beau. 


— 


9%. 
To talk of Sin, you think me nam a 
bene cloud-exploring M:; 
« Some Quaker, fond of thee and chens 
© Some preacher Mabodiſtic 5 DOPE Wn 
However you nick name the Bard. 
« He ſeeks the paths of Duty: F 
And thinks it wiſdom to regard... . ... 
&@ RELIG10N's lag f GLẽj§˖m“ V 
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PO MAS ily 


TO THE NIGHTINGALE, 


A FAS$STORA Ls 


| 8 
P zACEFUL Night now reighs around. 
Save yon warbler's tuneful ſound, _, ... 
And the diſtant water-fall.), .., 2 ifs 
bo 
Fond of Quiet's milder ſcene, 
Let me walk this lonely vale ; | 
Whilſt amid her thicket green, 
Sings the mournful Nightingale. 
ORs 3. Muſing 


4 
, 


7. Pleav'd 


8 3 
Muſing here I walk alane. 
Fancy points my devious way: 
List ning to thy melting tone, 5 
Songſter of departing day. 
* 8 9 4+ 
Here the brooklet purls along, 
Here I feel a warm delight; 
Where thy ſweet unrivall'd ſong 
Charms the flillneſs of the night. 
q 
Now, deptir-d of balmy lep, 
By the tender cares of Love ; 
I with thee my vigils keep, 
Midnight warbler of the grove. 
221 
Oft I walk the dewy lawn, 
When, unſeen in matted thorn, 
Trills thy muſic to the dawn, 
Early minſtrel of the mern. 
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e ee 
Pleas'd I liften on the plain, 
Where my ſportive lambkins play 3 
Whilſt thy voice, with varied firain, } 
Fills the chorus of the day *, 
* ; 0 . 
Oft I leave the world behind, 
Often bend my pathleſs way 5 
Through this dale, with penſive mind, 
And attend thy ſoothing lay. 
9. 
Often, hid within the grove, 
Let me try thy tuneful art; 
Whilſt the ſweet concerns of Love, 
Revel in my thrilling heart. 


* The Nightingale fings by DAY as well as by m1ouT., Its 
rather ſtrange that this fat has not been obſerved by any of 
our Engliſh Poets. | ; 


EPITAP 


- ON AN OLD-FASHLIONED FELLOW, 


HERR ties, beneath this verdant fod, 
One that believ'd there, was a G 

He ev'ry day the Bible read, 

What fancies fill'd the fellow's head 

He Pomp deteſted, pity'd Kings, 

And thought high Titles worthleſs things; 
Thought Beaus and Wits, | with huge pretence, 
Had not one grain of common ſenſe ; 
Jo graſp at wealth was not his rule, 
He, ſurely, was an arrant fool; 

And to the Poor, imprudent, gave 

' What wiſer heads would firive to ſave; 
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He always gave uncommon ſcope 

To thoſe old whimſies Faith and Hope ; 
So much our loy'd purkaits would blame, ; 
We almoſt felt a little ſhame ; 


Now, dead and gone, we bleſs the day, ; 


He ſtands no longer in the way. 


* 
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SOME boaſt themſelves immenſely good, 
They never drench their hands in blood ; 
Z Are loath to fieal their daily bread; 
| Nor once invade a neighbour's bed. 
| We muſt applaud their blameleſs courſe z _ 
But ſay, from what unfailing ſource 
Thoſe brilliant virtues ever flow ? 
The Gallows here, and Hell below, 
Tis not the foul on virtue bent, 
But ſelfiſh fear of puniſhment : 
Give Heav'n to theſe, and all is well; 
The friendle/; God may go to Hell; 
May burn, where fiends inſult his name, 
| — Vopity'din th' eternal flame. 
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[19 a ym tri," up 
Ye lovers of Mature «tend io my tale: | gi "A 
No pride or ambitibn find room in my vrealt, CW 
Thots venomous foes of conteritment nd belt; 85 
From ſound, healll Heep T'rile up e m. 
To toil in my fields with myfcattle and corn, : 
And pter, wil of ral emloyments Ing, 
The life of s Farmer to that of i Lr. , 
r „ - = WU 
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2. 

On the fruits of my labour I look with delight, 

Nrn. 

The flocks in my paſtures are fair to behold, 

Fine cows with large udders repleniſh my fold ; 

My fields yield abundance, in tillage complete, 

Good barley, rich clover, and excellent wheat; 
the ens attend, through their Se round, 


vue” aok 4.449 5 


In toils that "wick Plenty” s rich bleſiogs — crown'd, 


* 
Jo 


| My houſe is convenient, pad whiten'd all der, 
An arbour of jeſſamine fronting the doors. ... 
M y flouriſhing or orchard abundantly | bears 


= = 
* — 4 \s : 


Fine pl ande, | golden-pippins, ar and bergamot pears; 
The _ the ſweet 498515 = ay garden are found, 


© +4 


My ming, — ee here Lehen undead, 
| Peruſe a good b d book, or converſe with a friend. 


__ 0 4. With 
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4 

With rural amuſewents in ſober delight, | Dy 
brighten wy thoughts, their long labours requite3, 
And over my ſtubbles, when harveſt is done, 

I range in the morn with my dog and my gun; Ip 
Now courle the fleet hare on the fer over d hill, | 
Or angle for trout in a neighbouring rill 3 

Aud ſometimes at eve, to enliven my ſoul, 

I fing with my friend o'er a temperate bowl. 


$+ 

Where flocks and large herds in my paſtures are ſeen, | 
The cowſlips, or daily, beſpangle the green; 
I view my gay lambs nimbly frolic and play, | 
Will under their feet ſpring the beauties of May ; 
Whiltt, joyful, obſerving my flouriſhing corn, 
The blackbird and linnet ing loud on the them: 

Nor would I my peaceful cnployments lay down, 
Or quit my green fields, for the pomp of a crown. 


Is 6. To 
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6. 
| To Providence grateful I pity the poor, 
Nor drive them in ſadneſs away from my door: 
' Befriending my neighbours, I do a Lean 
To at the good part of a ſenſible man: 


- Butfliould my griev'dconſciencewithhold i its applane | 
And blame me for trampling on Charity's laws; 


Then I mourn, and am penſive, upbraiding mylelf, 
But not like the Miſer that hines for his . 


7. 
Lit lords of ihelr igh-nnding titles be vain, 
Let flaves of mean av'rice in cities remain, | 
Let thoſe that court fame ramble wantonly far, 
And ſeek it in Gelds of deteſtable war 3; 
Let others go combat the rage of the ſeas, . 
And barter for lucre contentment and eaſe; 
\ Whilſt I live in innocence, ſhelter'd from harm, 
With Plenty and Peace on my flouriſhing farm. 


The 
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that admits vf as great a variety of ſubjectt as any 


other whatever; and that it is not neceffary, in the 


'mamer of modern Poets, to confine it ſolely to Love, 
and make his aubining Ffwains ring perpetual changes 
on the names of 588 0 
Aud bold Amariltis, We. Re. 

A Poet in the character of a Shepherd, an occu- 
pation the moſt proper of all others to repreſent pri- 


meval ſtmplicity and virtue, deſcribes objetts as they 


' naturally preſent themſelves to the ſenſes, and affect 
the mind; or utters ſentiments that Ipring from the 
fimple notions and inborn feelings of thoſe that are 


unacquainted with the abſtractions of philoſophy, 


and the complex ideas derived from art, The ſhep- 
herd, who is the repreſentative and pupil of Na- 


ture, has, for his rural ſong, at leaſt as great a 


diverſity of themes as the more philoſophic rhimer 
can boaſt of; who, if he pleaſes, may take to 
| | 5 3 


The Author thinks Paſtoral a ſpecies of Poetry | 
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himſelf all the fine things of art, provided! he leave the 
iy van Bard in Full poſſeſſion of Nature. 

There are ſome Critics | " who (as Dr. Johnſon ; 
l obſerves, and the cap often fits his own head) love 
« to talk A what they do not knoxw," that affect to ri 
dieule Paſtoral poetry: their miſconceptions of its 
nature are, moſt probably, occaſioned by the abſurd 


under the name of Paſtoral; on fa highly 
fantaſtical, with deſcriptions of what no climate of | 
this globe affords but that of Grab-freet 3 where, 
among many rare things, are to. be ſeen, the violet 
of March and the roſe of June blowing at the ſame 
time, as we are told by Mr. Pors, in his ern 
Paſtoral : | 3 : 
Here, on green banks, the bluſbing v rien cow, 
Here Weſtern winds on breathing roſes blow. 
And, in the ſecond, he ſays, | 
The Naiad wept in em og how's, 
And Jvve conſented in a filent ſhow'r, 


PO. EM S, 15 
Io the fourth we have the following lines 2:! !' 


Here ſhall I try the ſweet Alea f tall s- 
That call d the liſt'hing Dad to ths amm! 
Thames beard the numbers ub He Hod Wot,” 
And bade hiv witlows feard the mid Ving lhg-ͤ« 


What wonder is it that ſuch — 
as theſs, with the cri Aνν given ua. foci 
alert, who talk of their Golden Age, and we k 
not what, hould inducs many to think menndg of * 
Paſtoral Poetry, r. V iN? 

It would, perhaps, dot be * if our modern 
Critics and Pots would take into conſideration ihs 
| following maxim of the ds Bardi, from cheir 
Poetic Triades. | 


Tri phrif anhepeor , 
Lhgad yn gweked Anian, 
Calon yn teimlo Anian, * 
A glewder a faidd gydfyned ag Anian. 


14 
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The me pie and in0henſable requiſite of 
/ poetic genius are, | - | 
An exe that. can ſee Nature 
A heart that can, feel. Nature. i. 
And a reſolution that daxcs follow Nature. | 


. Quere? Have any of the gtest e of 
Poets, from the days of ils to the. pretent time, 

ſeurity in the Velſo Language : they contain forne- of 
the msſt juſt, becauſe the meſt natural, rules of 
Criticiſm that are to be met with-in-any language, | 


21 41  TRUR 
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TRUE HAPPINESS, 


[ad 


Tas wrinkded Miter le net © 
With Av rice in her mam dm 

To Care-configns his .nareow: foul ee 
Light-bearted:youths, in menry wein 
Aſſemble ſportive on dhe Pn 1! + 

Whilſt:others quaſſ the mamling bowl a öh: 

We mortals —— 
The viſionary thought in blind purſuits of Joy. 
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| 2. 
I ſeek nor wealth, nor youthful play, 
Nor ſottiſn Mirth's unmeaning lay, 
But, on my native plains alone, 
1 walk along the filent mead, 
And tune in peace my rural reed, 
To all the buſy world unknown; | 
I quit the crowd, fly far from hateful noiſe, - 
And feel my thoughful Mule the ſource of endleſs joys. 
| : 
| Secluded thus in'calm content, 
On eloſe purſuits. of Nature bent, 
| T tunefal numbere lead along; z: 
Whilſt warm enamour'd thoughts ariſe, | - - 
Come, Virtue; fram thy native fies, 
Be thou my theme of raptur d ſong . 
We feel no joy from ſordid Earth reſin d-. 
But where thy laws illume, and rule the willing mind. 
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1 TRI Vie! ell wt ba A 
evilggs! bow o vol Stodw at A 0 
N ug 
How void of care yon merry Thruſ > b'>1015 
That tunes melodious on the bun. 
That has no ſtores of wedlth/to'keepy 12/1 'd 01 6 
No lands to plough, no/ corn to rep. 181g 2itl 
e 
His days, employ d in lays of jf 3112 109 y 237) 11 
Are ſpent within hi native grove ,r del 
He never tempts the ſlormy maius : e i 
Nor deals in load for filthy gain. id aigic 21224 
Se: 
He never frets for worthlefs:thingy , | bid 192112 
But lives in peace, and ſweetiy ſingaaſ 108 2:9 1074 
Enjoys the preſent with his mate, m 2716 bn 
Unmindful of to- morrom i fate. 4 lub 0 
** I 6 g > 4 0 
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4. 
Of true felicity poſſeſs d, 5 
He glides. througb life ſupremely bleſs'd ; 
And, for his daily meal, relies | 
On him whoſe love the world ſupplies. 
C++ 1 


1 


1 


Rejoic'd he finish m rning erf 1 oo VOL 
His dinner lies he knows NU h, i: 11,1 1! 


Still, to th' un failing iſhand-iberhe uns. 
e ee d een 1615 02 zboal 0:4 
Seelen dt! 6:2; 
Bages upon the bloomy pm. el «019 Nat 215: 
| Joins barwleſs in the aninþ.of Maxis - nirfai Yi 
Whilſt Man, — 
Feels aſpic paſſions rendchis breaſt. | 
| 90 oZ 
e from vajniAmbitibaczee, - 
Nor Pride, nor Bw dwell-in thee ; 
And arts that innoceten eben 
Are only known to Hell nud d 
10 * x | 1 8. What 


8. 
What art thou, * 

A maſy of black infernal ſelf; | | 
How joys thy foul to fling the dart, DIR 
Relentleſs, through thy brother's heart. 

| FP: 218%) 

Thy /on's poor orphan craves in vain, 

His father fyallow'd by the main; 

And,” whilſt of «vant thy merber dies, 

Thy wealthy domes in/ult he ſkies. 
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Oh! change me, Nuume let bb,e 
The rougheſt Roar the-warkd catuſaes | | / 
The vileſt of the reptilbelang » * MA Mil &7 
Be any thing but cr · ho] 7 
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Now morning mots ay added ge. 
From healthful ſleep I Jocund riſe, - 
With mee mee e adus % T 
To reliſh Nature's joys inelir?d; to 4134s ad'T 
1 ſpeed to meet the fragrant gale ne aten | 
That wantons in the dewy dale 3 
And, as I pace the flow'ry way, 
To ſweet Content attune my lay. 
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4n36p30 lav u id 3 NI, 
How clad with ſmiles the.yeroal worn! „ 
How gay the bloomebeſpangled thorn ! 

The lark is up, the welkin n, 
And with bis fleck the ſhepherd fing 
His notes a pleaſing thrill impart ; gn bas 
They cheer my foul and ſoothe my ben 

Oh! let my days like his be ſpent .. 
In rural ſhades, with mild Content. 

Ad odr nao or ea ba | 

The Blackbird warbles on nn Wonder ad 
The Milkmaid ſings beneath her Cow; | 
The Mower, up with garly MPs! i! vi dim Meral [4 
Prepares to fleece the, clover denz vin no n 
The Farmer views hit blooming, wheat...) 2nit4 
And ſtarts the lex ret from. her feat; . NGN Iii bak 
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* Blaming ee The wheat's loom . 295 I. 20d very. 10 1 
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| Heavn, all fuch  follies to — 


And bighy prize af bu 
Par from the buſtles of u CC ũ mm 
Far from the manſiomt of the Prbud. 
And gave, to crown the bleſt event, 
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Pleas'd with my eee gy 
That on my native downs I Keep; 
Mine are the joys of Feadzand Health, | 
And ſure I want nd greater Weultln 
No vain defires my ſoul infeſt, - | 
Nor dwells Ambition in i my eat. TY 
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5444... * af 
* * " 427 


Tam'd all my thoughts to ſoft Content, 


6. Oh! 


O K * 


6, 1 
Oh! thou from whom all comfort flows, 
Whoſe hand the richeſt boon beſtows, 
Whoſe careful Providence imparts, 
The pureſt bliſ to humble hearts; 
Oh! let me never find content, 
But in meek thoughts on virtue bent; 
Whilſt, of thy finve enamont'd/ HH, 
I bow ſubmiſfive to thy wil. 75 
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I paſe'd the ſtill eving a way 
My ſong was the tale of our love, 


She ſmil'd, and approy'd of the ly. 
I felt the ſweet glance from her eyes, (8110, 


It open'd the way to her heart 3 


And Phillis could never diſguiſe 


Her looks with the varniſh of Art. 
2. 


The bluſh that appear'd on her face 
Out-rival'd yon his — 

It ſpoke with ineffable grace 

| The wordleſs confeſſion of Love: 

Whilſt Modeſty brighten'd her charms, 
And ſweet looks her affe&tion expreſs'd, 


r 


And held her with joy to my breaſt. 


Wirn Phillis a love in the grow, 1 
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But whilſt I go, my lovely fair,, 
I leave with, then my conſtant heart; un its nl 
Thy Colin ſhall, jn/plaintive ſong 
The ſlories of our lovereticarſe; s: 
And, as the moment glides dlong; wore ni q 
— Mt my-tendor varſdÞ ol ©1+1' 
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1'11 fing the well · remember d hour, N 


When firſt I felt thy peerleſs charms ; 
When firſt, within this privet bow'r, 


Thy beauties fill'd my circling arms; 


| I'll fing the ſweet ſequeſter'd walk, 


Where oft we met for tender talk, 
At ev'ning mild, or dewy morn. 
| 3. 


b And by Misfortune rydely2oſt, 50h 


Purſu'd by Fate's matignant-fronm, 
In all my fouts.enjoyment:coofe'd ; 
1'11 bear thoſe ihrn utile chile x 

And keep in view dhv day; | | 


When thou. ſhalt nudes ane with a file, 
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4. Wilt 
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Still faithful as the turtle dove? 
And let no ſwain, with balefulfart. 

Induce teeth neee, 
My ſoul to thee ſhall true remain, 


Relenting kindly, ſhall again. 
Reſtore thee to my longing eyes. 


14 ; 


| 5. 
Wilt thou frequent our fay'rite:how'r, F 


Till time brings on the bliſsful haut, 
That ſees thy loyer's wiſh'd return; 
When Colin in its green aleove, 
With Delia meets, no more ta part; 


Whilſt, in that e, the look of love, f 


Wilt thou, my Delia, keep thy heart. 


Till Fate, in pity, ta my che 


00 


And wilt, thou tere in ſilence mourae, | 
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6. Whilſt 
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6, * 
| Whilſt on this tender theme I thuſe. 
It yields my foul à ſoft relief; Rite * 
Hope brightens up iti lovely views, nia vil 
And charms away ig ma 
Though Fate our envy*d'blify delay, $34, 
And dooms thy Colin far to ror | © 
Yet we ſhall end ur happy days, _— 
Vaited in the bands of love. 


The Reader will obſerve; that the term Zyric 
| Piftoral has been often uſed, and will, perhaps, ak; 
for what reaſon ?TIt is this—We ofte© obſerve p 
Shepherds, and other rural charaQters, diverting 
| themſelves with ſongs,” which are always, in the 
proper ſenſe of the word, ſing to u tine; the verſe 
of courſe muſt be Lyric; Snzwsronr's Paſtoral Bal- 
lads are, for this reaſon, amongſt others, fir more 
natural than the Bucolics of Theecruus, Virgil, and 
many more that could be named ; this at leaſt is a 

_ . Wilh 
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Welſh Bard's opinion, who admits of no authority 
but that of Naruxz. We often;hear the fields 
reſound with Chery Chace, Tweed Side, and ſuch 
popular ſorigs. - Shep berdi, Ploighmen, and Goatherds, 
will often write verſes i faviirite tuner in praiſe of 
their Phillidasy. their Annie, and their Deliar,, But 
we never meet with them ſpouring Heroics, « /ab 

gem. 0h At K leaſt'it is thus in every part 
of Aal AAA But ome, it ſeems, are of AY 
that we -ſhvuld write for other countries, climates, 
and times, rather than eur own, Bravo! my good 
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ON BEING PRESENTED-BY -HIM NTA Aan OF 
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5 THE 8 5 e. Iron in 
Lord of BASELEG, in the County of MonnouTu. 
| He lived abiut the middle of the century, 
aud auas celebrated. by. the. Bards; of his. age, and. of 
all ſucceeding ages, for his unexampled liberality. 
He was the warm Patron of Dxvyyy ay Gwir vu, 

the moſt renowned Bard of his time, whoſe woths.\ are 
to this day held in the bigheft eflimation, 


| THIS POEM 18 HUMBLY INSCRIBED To 
JOHN MO R.GAN,. Es, ar TzxEDEGAR, 
WHO EMINENTLY INHERITS THE VIRTUES OF 
: BIS ILLUSTRIOUS ANCESTOR, 


— 


TaoO⁰ IVOR, darling of the Muſe, 
11 
. Proctai 
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Proclaims thy worth in ev'ry elime, 
Whilſt rapture fills her lay ſublime; 
And feels ber thrilling ſoul expand, 
Whilſt foſter'd by thy bounteous hand. 
Thy ample gate, thy ample hall, 
Are ever op'ning wide to all; 
And, warm'd in Heav'n, thy ampler mind 
Dilates in Love to all mankind. . 
The Poor from thee with joy return, 
They bleſs thy name, they ceaſe to mourn 3 
And bid the Gov, who knew their grief, / 
Reward thy hand that gave relief, 

As, lately, fittin g at thy board, 
Where ev'ry gueſt thy worth ador'd, 
With grateful warmth I tun'd my lays, 
And felt high tranſport in thy praiſe, 
Whilſt noble Dukes, and Barons bold, 
Sprung fromm thoſe Heroes fam'd of old; 
United, anxious, to proclaim 
The peerleſs glories of thy name; 

Vous I. TT Name 
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Maw far renown'd for worth complete, 
The greateſt of the truly great. 
Thy favours were on all beſtow'd, . 
Whilſt ev'ry look with rapture glow'd; 
Thy Bard, eſteem - d the nobler gueſt, - 
Was with diſtinguiſt d bounty bleſs'd ; 
The gifts of Nupp * could not excel 
The gloves that to my portion fell; 
| Surpaſüng Mozpar's * boon of old, 
For both my gloves were cramm'd with gold; 


And Ruy DDERCRH's * hand could not reward 


With nobler meeds his tuneful Bard. 


I with thy gifts will never part, 
Whilſt life's warm blood flows through my heart: 
The Warrior draws his blade in vain; 


My gloves he never can obtain; | 


* Nopy, Monpar, and RyuyDpDERCH, are, by the Bards, 
and in the Britiſh Triadez, called, © The three liberal Princes of 
« Britain.” a 


Great 
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Great Ivon's friendſhip ſhall inſpire 

His Bard with ArxTavur's * martial fire; 

His grateful Bard, that dares advance, 
Unarm'd 4, againſt that warrior's lance ; 


* ArzTHUR, after all the fables that have been told by 
Groryrey of Monmouth, and a thouſand more, was no more 
than the fon of Meiro, the King of Glamorgan, elected to the 
chief command of the Britiſh armies againſt the Saxons, as ap · 
pears from the ancient regiſter of the cathedral chu. ch of Lan- 
daff (ſee CanTE's Hiſtory of England, vol. I. p. 202.), and 
many old books of pedigrees in the Welſh language till extant ; 
which are, to the unprejudiced, of much better authority than 
the romance of GG. One that impartially conſults | 
ſome genuine fragments of hiſtory, that are to be met with in 
Malu, will be much inclined to think that the Axcixxvr 
BRIToxs werg, never united under one heredit:ry Sovereign 
Monarch of their own nation: the iſland of Britain was always 
divided into a great many petty principalities, that, when ccca- 
ſion required, elected temporary commanders in chief to lead 
their armies in caſes of invaſion ; ſuch were CASSIVELLANNUS, 
CunoBxLinus, CaARacTACUs, ARTHUR, and others. This 


opinien, however, will have no great weight with ſome Welſh- b 


men, who love their own nation and country better than truth. 
+ Unarmed.) It was not lawful for the Pardsto bear arms ; 

or for any one to bear a naked weapon in their preſence. They 

were deemed the He aldi of Peaces 5 

| K 2 | And, 
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And, feeling Heav'n approve the deed, 
Win with his blood the ravens feed. 

Should my dear Moa vid, kneeling, crave .. 
What, for my ſongs, lov'd Ivor gave; 
Though ſore to bear, IU bid her weep, 

And, ſpite of Love, thy preſent keep. 


Weak Vanity ſhall ne'er induce, 
And doom thy gloves to common ule, 
They near my heart are ſafely ſtor'd, 
Like relics of a Saint ador'd : 
Vet, mould the Northern blaſt compel, 
When ſuows enrobe the frozen dell, | 
I'll wear thy gloyes, they ſhall impart 
Warmth to my hand, and to my heart. 
Nor ſhall the hand, thy bounty grac'd, a 
Be with a meaner glove embrac'd. 

To ſing thy deeds I often rove 
Through ſtately WenNALLT's “ verdant grove, | 


| | When 

® Wennallt.) One of the three manſions of 1vos, in the pa- 
rim of Baſel ; Gwern y Clegpa was another, now in ruins; the 
| third, 


,PQEMS wr 


When May diſplays her floral hues, 
Invites to joy the tuneful Muſe, 

l feaſt with thee, thoſe ſhades among, 
On luxuries of ancient ſong; | 
Strive old Annsuz1n's * heights to gain, 
And emulate his lofty ſtrain, 

ol let me to poetic fame | , 
Conſign thy great, thy deathleſs name. 
Thy princely ſtock was ever grac'd 

With martial ſons, with daughters chaſte ; 
The noble virtues all combine, | 

To gild the glories of thy line. 


third, which has long ſince diſappeared, ſtood in the village of 
Baſeleg. 

Ivox the Lin t AAL was an anceſtor of the ancient family of 
| Moxcans of TxazptGAR, who are deſcended from Max- 
bvb, Gr THIN, Prince of South Malu; of whoſe domains the 
Tatra eftate was a very confiderable part. 

* ArxNEvRIN.] A celebrated Bard of the ſixth century, and 
brother to the famous GIL DAG. He is called the Prince of the 
Britiſh Bards. His Godedin, a noble Heroic Pam, is ſtill extant. 
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- May ev'ry blefling from above, G2 0% 
On thee deſcend in dews of love ' 


-_ aught excels in bliſs divine, 
May that ſelected meed be thine - 


— 
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Tus ſong is my conſtant employment, 
With May's plumy throng 
The green woodlands among 


Thus leading the peaceable moment 
Of mirth and good humour along; 
When, fled from all care to my jeſſamine bow'r, 
I give to the Muſe my delectable hour; 
O! then 'tis my greateſt enjoyment ” 


To breathe all my ſoul in a ſong. 


K 4 2. Thus, 
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2. 

Thus, harmony warmly careſſing, 

My faney takes wing 

Like che lark of the Spring: 
The voice of high rapture expreſſing, 

1 blithe with” the nightingale fing 1, 

* My Phillis, the chace, or a full flowing bowl, 
Are themes of my ſong, the delight of my ſoul z 

Sweet happineſs truly poſſeſſing, 


I feel myſelf great as a King, 
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ON THE APPROACH OF WINTER, 
WRITTEN IN 1778. 


Is 
I N woful guiſe the rifled groves appear, 
What duſky fogs inyade the chilly dale 1 
Stern Winter comes in hoary mantle drear, 
| With fell deſtruction wings the rapid gale ; 
A deſpot fierce, his joyleſs reign aſſumes, 
And throngs the warring ſkies with far - ſurrounding 
glooms. 
2. 
Sad Nature droops along the mournful ſcene, 
Joy's glowing ſmiles the ſullen morn forſake z 
The hollow blaſt flies ireful o'er the green, 
With furious whirl unrobes the ruſtling brake; 
Ks The 
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The plumy tenants of the murm'ring wood 

Hide from the ſcowling winds, in melancholy mood. 

See how the leaves are ſeatter d o'er the ground, 
In hues of death beſtrew the wither'd graſs ! 

' The ſea-gulls flit with doleful note around, 

As vagrant o'er the ruin'd fields they paſs ; 
Dark ſkies withhold the Sun's enfeebled ray, 
And veil with fhades of Night the ſable face of day. 

| he N 

Here triumph'd once the bliſsful ſeaſon gay, ; 

| When peace, when love, wak'd up the roſy dawn ; 
Whilſt pipe and thbor hail'd the floral May, | 
S Where ſportive Beauty mantled o'er the lawn ; 
With warblers wild the vernal copſe along, + 
That join'd the rural Bard in ſoul-rejoicing ſong, 

4 4 5. e ; 
Now comes, from polar ſkies, the gelid gale, 


Or, in Atlantic ſtorms, the pelting rain 
| Now 


* 
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Now rolls the torrent rude along the vale, 

Its doleful murmur ſaddens all the plain: 
Old Ocean's thronging waves indignant roar, 
And burk in curling foam terrific on the ſhore. 


| be © 
Whilſt mingling rigours fill the troubled air, 
On ſnowy lawns recline the fodder'd flocks ; 
To ſhelt'ring dells the ſhiv'ring doves repair, 

And ſleep. the ſwallows in their cavern'd rocks * g 
The pallid morn that bears no cheerful ſound, 
Wrapp'd in deep gloom appears, and Sadneſs reigns 


around, 


* About the year 1768, the Author, with two or three 
more, found a great number of ſwallows, in a torpid ſtate, 
clinging in cluſters to each other by their bills, in a cave of the 
fea cliffs, near Dunraven Cafile, in the county of Glamorgan. 
They revived after they. had been ſome hours in a warm. reom, 
but died in a day or, two after, though all poſſible care had 
been taken of hem. | 
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Yet loves the Muſe to note the dreary ſcene, 
Far on the waſte, or near the ſounding food; 
Sighs with ſad echoes o'er the cheerleſs green, 
Or penſive wanders in the darkling wood; 
Eyes Nature's grief with ruminating thought, 
And drops the briny tear with ſilent anguiſh fraußht. 
e LET 
So droops forlorn the melancholy mind, 
Seems. like December, elad in woful plight z 


With fighs congenial meets the plaintive wind, 


The mental Suns withhold their cheering light : 
Life's aggregating glooms o'erwhelm the ſoul, 


And ofer the wounded thought the waves of anguiſh 


fd | 9. 
Whilſt, rudely torn from calm felicity, 
My days I waſte in unavailing grief; 
No fortune ſmiles, no pity mourns for me, 


Struck by the Ds I vawy ſeek relief 3 
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The ſong might ſoothe, or LY” $ lively a 
But theſe forſake the breaſt where Grief tyrannic 
reigns, 
10. 
What, though the gentle Muſe on me beſtows 
Aer genial favours with parental hand; 
Can verſe diſpel Misfortune's bitter woes? 
Th' unweary'd ſpite of adverſe Fate withſtand ? 
Oft as the charmer bids her ſong reſound, 
Black Envy clips her wings, and chains her to the 
ground. ig 
| 11. 
Thou, ſweet Content, in robe angelic dreſs'd, 
Thy lenient balm can heal my wounded heart ; 
Come, and diſpel the glooms that fill my breaft, 
Thy genial ſun-ſhine to my ſoul impart; , 
Still the rough tempeſt of my wintry day, 
And bid my calmer eve unruflled paſs away. 


THE 
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THE POWER OF LOVE, 


I VIEW the world with heedleſs eye, 
Wealth, Pomp, and Pow'r, what paltry things ! 
Let ſuch deceitful traſh ſupply | 
The wants of Knaves, the pride of Kiogs z ; 
Of Nature's nobler j joys poſſeſs'd, | 
8 My wiſh obtain'd, my Delia's love, 
The ſoul of tranſport fills my breaſt, 
| I 12 and emulate the bleſs'd ” 


That dw cl in realms aboye, 


2. Though 
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2. 
Though doom'd with thee, my lovely fair, 
Oer Libya's burning fands to ſtray, 
Love can refreſh the torrid air, 
Thy ſmile diſarm the ſcorct:ing ray; 
Employ d on thee, this joyful tongue 
Shall to the waſte my paſſion tell ; 
] *1l walk the ſavage wilds along, 4 
And, in exceſs of glowing ſong, | 
On thee, my charmer, dwell. 
3» 
Though baniſh'd far, where polar ſkies 
Frown on the dreary glens below ; - 
Where through deep glooins the whichwlng flies, 
Where Winter heaps th” eternal ſnow ; 
The glowing heart can there beguile 
The rigours of an endleſs froſt ; 
Cheer up to joy the deſart iſle, 


And warm, with Love's refulgent ſmile, 


The long-benighted coaſt. 


4+ The 1 
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The thunder's peal, che madden'd ſtorm, 
The ſurge that ſwells with Alpine height. 
Fell Danger, in tach hagyand form, 
Can ne er my dauntleſs heart affright; 
Amid Mis fortune's rude exceſs, 
Whilſt Horror makes all nature quake; 
Cbeer'd by thy looks in all diſtreſs, 
I 'l] tune the ſong of Happineſs, 
And ſuffer for thy ſake, 
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On arriving in the Counray, * a Refidence f 
8 70 Lon pox. | 


1. 

No more of Lonpon', hateful volte! 
Ve madden'd crowds adieu; 
Deteſting Art's ungenial joys, 

I dwell no more with you: + 
Hail, dear GLAMORGAN, let me greet 

Once more the favour'd plain ; 
I fly with gladden'd ſoul to meet 

My native cot again. : 

2. Ye 


| 
| 
| 
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Ye deppled fields, ye lawns beloy'd, 
Where erſt, in turieful mood, 
I tun'd my pipe, with Fancy rov'd, 
The rural Muſe purſu'd; + 


Your lovely ſcenes again I view, 


| Your healthful breeze inhale z _ 
Youth's early ſchemes of bliſs renew, 
In lone Dawona's Yale. 


„ 
Delicious Vale ! by Nature dreſs'd. - & ul 
In Beauty's rich array z 


| Here let me waſte, in mental reſt, 


1 My peaceful days away : 


And let my ſoul on virtue bent, 


Attend bright Wiſdom's tale; 
She, with that Angel, call'd Content, 
Dwell's in | Dawena's Yale. © 
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Here Memory recalls again L 
What, liſping, erſt I ſung; 
when firit the Muſe, in fimple ſtrain, 
Inform'd my fault'ring tongue. Ne 
111 ſeek her in the wonted bow 'r, 
Beneath yon aged thorn; - 
Where oft I ſpent the bliſsful hour % 22 
In Youth's romantic morn. i; G14 


4 
Youth fill in cler inood remabs, 
Still doth its warmth impart 3 
Though Grief has planted all her pains,” 
Deep in this injur'd heart. 
Here, where no guileful arts beſet, 1 
I lull my ſoul to peace ; | 
Forgive my foes, my wrongs forget, 
And bid reſentment ceaſe. 
6. Lox- | 
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Lonpox, thou den of hel:-born Art, 
I bid thy filth adieu; 


| Why did I truſt my fimple heart 


With thy deceitful crew? 
With eager flight, with anxious mind, 
I ſeek my native ſhore; 


And leave thy tinſel glare behind, 


And dream of thee no more. 


70 


Far from thy venom'd ſkies I dwell, 


In rural cot unknown; . . 


Where Peace and Health enrich my cell. 


Their treaſures are my own: 
My ſoul ſhall execrate the day, 
When Folly told her tale ; 


© Beguil'd my heart, and bid me firay 


From fair Dawona's Yale, 


4 


8. Re» 
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Returning to maternal plains; 
1 tune my joyful ſong ; 
Bid Echo chaunt my ſylvan ſtrains, 
Their wigding dales along, 
Lov'd objects meet my partial eyes, 
Familiar paths I trace; 
And hail once more theſe happy ſkies, 
And bleſs my native place, 


9˙ 4 
From wonted labours of the day, a | | 
When fall the dews around, | 
In thoughtful mood, I bend my way, ? | 
Far o'er the trackleſs ground; | 
Whilſt, from her ſolitary brake, 
The love-lorn Nightingale 
Keeps the ſweet plaintive Muſe awake 
In ſtill Davona's Vale. 


10. Here, 


' 
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Here, in the calm of Solitude, 
I Nature's lore purſue ; * ! 
Mad Mirth, I bid. thy clamours rude, 
Thy giggling tribe adieu. . 

Love-nurtur'd Senſibility | 
| Shall occupy my heart; | 
Me Sweet warmth of Heav'n ! what bliſs to me 
Thy tender thrills impart ! 


> - — xx 222 * . — —Uö— 
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11. 

My ſober Muſe diſdains to flit 
Around the midnight bowl ; 

No frantic lays of ſpurious wit 
Can pleaſe my penſive ſoul : 

The plaintive ſong yields more delight, 
Soft Pity's tender wail, 

As, devious; in the duſk of night, 


I range Davena's Vale. 
12. When | 
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When Larks proclaim the dewy dawn, | 
And Blackbirds mount the ſpray, | | 

I walk the grove, or flow'ry lawn, 55 are | 
As Fandy points the vy! AT _— 

The varied landſcape glads'my fight,” © 
I breathe its balmy gale; | 

And taſte of Nature's true delight 

In calm Davona's Vale. | 5 | 


13. 
Here, chan with Beauty's varied hues, 
I paſs the vernal morn ; ' | 
Where charms that captivate the Muſe 
The bloomy ſcenes adorn, 
Come, tuneful gueſt, O ! come along, 


With {weet entrancing tale ; $ - 


Rapt echoes ſhall repeat thy ſong, Rate” 5 
Wide o' er Davena's Vale. | | 
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Thou, tenant n of We, | cat 
Heart-ſolacing Content Are 0 it; tn&Y 
I join thy band of rural ſwains, 54% hag 


Thy tranquil ſhades frequent. 
O! let me, far from care and ſirife, 5 | 
At thy rich board regale; 
And ſpend what yet remains of life 
In dear Dievona's ® * 


— — 


« .- 03:92 5 * 
; * Dawona.] Welt, Dowiny Engliſh, Daw, A river of 
n that, running through the town of Coxobridge, and 
. the Author's place of abode, falls into 
the Severn ſea at, and forms the harbour of, Merthowz or 


Aberdda won. 


END OF THE FIRST VOLUME, 


